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BOOTUL'S  £Al*TfcJftE- 

The  J  tfcct  In  W«w  Votk-CMMl  Exprtw 

HiOUH  Of  OpittlOUM,  AC 

[Trom  tho  New  York  Times,  April  2b. ) 

Considerable  excitement  WBB  manifested  in  i 
the  city  yesterday  on  the  receipt  ot  the  lutclU* 
Sncc  that  the  a s^assin  Booth  had  been  captured 
to.'cther  with  his  accomplice,  Harrold.  fhc 
meagre  details  which  were  first  made  public 
seemed  only  to -whet  the  people's  appctiUJ  for 
wore  BCW6  as  to  the  h«w,  where,  and  when  the 
captures  took  place  ;  what  had  been  done  with 
tbSprifionera,  how  they  behaved,  and  what .they 
said  When  it  became  known  that  Booth  had 
been  shot,  and  that  the  Government  were  only 
in  poBBesBion  of  his  dead  body,  some  dissatis- 
faction was  at  tirst  expressed,  but  subsequently 
public  opinion  appeared  to  undergo  a  change 
upon  this  point.  The  more  sensible  ones  saw 
that  the  excitement  which  has  prevailed  since 
the  first  news  of  the  assassination  reached  ttt 
would  only  have  been  Increased  by  Booth's  trial 
and  execution,  and  that  It  was  better  that  he 
should  have  been  shot  dead  than  that  Una  ex- 
citement chould  coutinne. 

The  comments  on  the  capture  were,  of  course, 
various.  '« I  wish,"  said  one  Individual,  "that 
he  had  been  taken  alive,  so  that  he  might  have 
confessed,  and  given  the  names  of  Ins  accompli- 
ces "  "  Yes  "  answered  another,  but  I  don  t 
think  it  would  have  been  easy  to  get  any  con- 
fession out  of  him.  He  seems  to  have  been 
afietermincd  fellow."  "  I'd  have  had  him  broke 
on  the  wheel,  but  what  I'd  make  uunconfess.» 
lie  was  reminded  that  "breaking  on  the  wheel'* 
is  not  in  vogue  ut  tho  present  day  even  in  he 
case  of  such  gigantic  crimes  as  that  of  Booth's. 
-1  always  told  you,"  said  a  returned  soldier 
"that  he'd  escape  to  those  swv.inps.  I  know 
those  swamps,  and  I  coidd  point  out  just  the  spot 
where  they  took  him.  It's  as  lotesomo  a  place 
as  you  might  wish  to  sec.  Why  a  man  might 
hide  there  a  year  and  you  couldn't  hnd  him." 


But   thev  did  find  him,"  said  a  small  boy. 


enough,  when   he  wai  shot  it  was  found  he'd 
been    using   a   crutch."     "That's    so,"    said 
another  man.    "  If  he  hadn't  been  lamed  he'd 
got  clear  away."    "What  will  they  do  with 
llarrold  ?"  asked  one  of  the  group,    lie  didn't 
kill  anybody."      "No;    but  he's  supposed  to 
have    been  the  man  that  unscrewed  tho  lock 
on    the    President's    box  at    the  theatre,  and 
he's   just    as    bad     as    Booth,"    said    one    of 
the    crowd."      "Oh!     they    must    have  had 
no    end    of    confederates,"    said    ouo     man, 
"  else,  how  could  they  have  kepi,  out  of  reach  so 
loiv  t    Some  oue  must  have  helped  'cm  aloug. 
They  have  got  sympathizers  in  Maryland  yet, 
depend  on  it."     "  But  they  were  lukeu  in  Vir- 
ginia," said  imother  man.     "  All,  yes  ;   but  only 
Slier  they   wcw  hunted  out  of  the  Maryland 
bwamps  that  this  soldier's  been  talking  about," 
said  the  II.  st  man.     "Well,"    was   the   general 
exclamation,  "we're  glad  they've  got  him  any- 
how."   "  Those  as  captured  hiui'U  get  a  pretty 
gnu"  sum  for  their  trouble,  too,"  remarked  oue 
pcrsou  ;  "8114,000  they  hay  they're  to  get  for  the 
two,  alive  or  dead."    *  Nothing  like  offering 
o    -'ood     reward     for     capturing     crmunals," 
said    one    man.      "It  brightens    the    eyes    of 
those  who  are  looking  after  'em  amazingly." 
"Well  "  said  another,  "I  am  glad  all  the  excite- 
ment's cooling  down.     We've  had  enough  of  it 
lutely  to  lact  for  a  year  or  two  to  come.     Why, 
there  was  a  boy,  the  other  day,  cut   his  throat 
all  through  this  excitement,  and  there'll  be  others 
doin"  the  same  tiling,  if  oue  dou't  lake  care. 
New' York's  been  turned  topsy-turvy  lor  the  last 
two  or  three  days." 

Jud-iii"  from  the  casual  expressions  which 
were  let  fell  yesterday,  there  is  but  little,  doubt 
that  I  he  public  are  glad  that  the  affair  of  Booth's 
capture  ended  as  it  did. 

Superiuteudeut  Kennedy  catered  the  court- 
room while  the  police  trials  were  progressing, 
vesterday  morning,  and  announced  the  capture 
,  of  Booth  and  his  companion,  llarrold.  The 
I  news  was  received  by  the  officers  and  men 
who  filled  the  room  with  the  most  uproarious 
cheering,  clapping  of  hands,  &«.,  and  it  was 
some  minutes  before  quiet  could  be  restored. 


New  Yok^ 
the  Uerald'a  account  .thai. 

beef,  -i  ;iout.  ■■  Col.  Congpf  >a 

liukn,  of  his    detertivoe,    w 
DQheiiy  and  hib  .cavalry.    ,S 

told  by  u  R|vri'pt.^HjH»U)hittVUuir.e  were 
two  moil  jiitl^e  haW-*  .^bi^.wtti/at  twp 
p.-m.i.T«i«i^3J-i- ■. i.»i  wt  .on*** 

was  Font  forwuid"  and  '  <hdlc~"T7upon 
Booth  lo-comoontv'aHU  givo  uphiskrms 
uiid.suiTMifiii.-r, i(ij>|ii<ttvat .ywMo  Hanett 
i\uuld  go  thin  lliiiJiai'ii  to  bociiro  the 
*iiU,rs-  ij,     ';    .  ■':  til  i.„     ■.'.'/-( 

.:AHlidl(iiil,,"ttciinlir'oti  L*re,  ybu7have 
liuLiu.vuiJ.  .)nft.  "<iu^.*<,lJi)4ui'   tnbiiocf, 

.  ).t.  \u>\^v.-xvu  .ijji^t  jjjvtt  up-yyu* 

firms  und  sin  j cuucr.  Ave  have  o,oino  Iq 
take  you  u  pi iadttefVafaii-wth'  treat  you 
at,  u.pri.soiiuiv,  W%i  V&ik.'JsSYJt.'XtM  fire 
minutes    tw    suri'epder,    or     bnrn    the 

.  Bo.,-,u  —  \Vuo  i»ru  you,and  what  do  yon 
warn?  Ii.-siriajioiij^iujl  begn  gi\jo)i  tp 
Lt.  I'ukei'nol  to  dWuso  the  oharqtor  of 

Bakur-i-We  wLaurysVa  ):Welntend*'U» 

take  yqu,  juj i*<m**»i.  il  'i..'   , L> o : ! i -i  fin-JL 

IV x .1 1 .  —  'I' 1 1 1 i >  j ..->  u  ha rd  case  it  may  )m 

thai  1  iiiriTU'l'jo't'uiien  fcy  my  friends.  .  ' 

.Ati«i'.sOiii"di  furtlH?r  colloqtry'or  thai 
HWl,  iiv<jiii:tf  'UiLiiiiKiy  convinced  that  be 
was  in  the  l»>Ha  »l  Federal  soldiers,  $ay± 
gi\'«  me  a  iliaiit*-Jun.iuy    lue,    1     nm     u 

ripple    with  amy  ^Kw.aJjd^w   your 

IH'H  loo  yards  from  the  barn  and  1  will 
(•.oiiii'.i>ui..|id  V'i;l'Tyou,      ■-.■'•£   .;;■ 

"'IJi'ilV. 'Bilker— Wfi  diu  hot  come  here, 
itVtiKli'-,  but  to  tiike  y6er  -prisoner.1  Yotr 
111*1*1  yi.vu. B'oiir*«lfiuuid  .arm*-  'up  «bd 
sjir.i  glider.  ;  |    j    |"    .     v.-i'.i.  i!.-t..'j    tuial 

•.Ac.tnvorsatlmi  'lH"the  barn  between* 
Booth,  *ud-  JBirruld  the*  took~placa 
which  was  nol  overheard  by  tho  parSd'i 
outside.  In  about  lit'teeu  or  twenty 
minutes  Booth  Culled'  out;'  '«Wna  bw 
you,  [  could  uuvcpieked'off  u  hair •*>' 
do^gu  oi'  vo^r.MUiU  While  WftWWW  Ulkn, 
in-  1  could  lm^sljotyou,g»o  or  three, 
liuieb,  but  I  dufti  wupfc  fa  kill  anybodjr ^ 

I.iuut.    llaKev-;ri}Qln  'give.  '.^'yoW, 
uniis,  and  Htfrwriadiywe  huyccomo  hem 
bohi!tuiyou.  '-i.i  fi'Mii  l-.uda-uihuu  e  //■ 
,. jtuwiH-lwill  ixevqr.WimretMje^it  JWllj 
linvor  bo  tuken  alivu.. ..  ■Li'ifjoilJ 

TAfeift  liukor.— If  yon  dou't  do  bo  inr- 
niWliai^y  wo  wili'set  hre\o  Hie- bam;" ' 
rihioth.^Wall  -lujtv  bra.vea  paepar^.U 


Another  In  Ik   occurred   liure   botweon 

infill  Uiut  Uurrold,  in  which  it  appeal^ 

thjMkfhe  kilter  was  begging  to  he  fUlow- 

,        II  ad> to Ja jc e pliLtomu  lU-inttArillihim,  and 

'   ..j  tto/^^iiB-hei/d.io.-.ay,  "uoHwayi'iiom 

'   nip:  |,cmnt '.vant  anything  mure  to  do- 

wltnyon.1*  '•   "  ■         ■'*"    ■•i'J«* 

•    llnrrold  lhen>  <nin<-   j.vihe  door- mvd1 

naked  to.  b«i  lur.«ul.  im  ..-».«• 

olll.t-.  lhilii-r— Nu !,  liiti.duiil  vpurarUB. 

""flarrold  ri't'.li.  d-'Ihnvo  'i,;..!,..       ■■ 

r^t.'Hakii'-bVcs  you  have.  A'ou  rur' 
iHod  tivui  Jaiur  when  .you: cjtme  here.  Vop 
HJUrtl  li*l;il  ,j  '.v.u^'      ,  ,,.    .,,.,  . 

;,iJij|i|h—  lie  |ias  no  arms— tlipy  are  uil 
mine.  Clpijii  my  word  inj  ii'  'gentlemhn 
he  has  no  arms;* all  that  areliore  helont? 


..kMijl 


■'£\f  iH approach  ihu  jj.^'->r. 


4 


iWarroid  IhrUfit  j:ui  his  hands,  and  wan 
puller's  f)Jf>vtberi6oi7  lied,' und  phice'd 
111  Clint-go  of  a  guard.'  '  "  .  ■•'- >  ■>.» 
-•"  AJoi.Uongcr  was  then >alistied  furllwn 
•yurh-y  witj((i  Uooth  wan  in  vain,  njul  pro- 
ceeding to  the  other  side  or*  the  barn  he 
pulled  out  u  wisp  ol  hay  and  lighted  itf. 
'Wit bin  a  "few  uiiuiite»  thj  blading  ha  v 
lighted  up  •.lwu-.H.jde.ol  iho  Uaru,,  .  .Jlb 
.  BoojJi  was  discovered,  leaning  ou  a 
crutch,  whVh  h*'fhreivJ  asido,  a'na'WitH 
a  cttrbitt'fr  ih"h:s  hand  'Caine-t award  ;tl»fe 
side  where  the  liio  hud  been,  kindled, 
looked  m  t|'o  uru  a  mouiont,  ai)d  \h'm 
started  aery;  s  thy  bain;  when  about' Llui 
middle  oftho  ba'nihc  was  shot.'"*"-  '*•  • 
■  Ool.'Ctmgirtnid  lit.  Dakertttbuc»su>> 
rounded  tho  burn,  went  uj  uud  brQUtfbjt 
IJmvth    oat. 


AftfT  f (identification,  by  onloi 


th 


•War "Department,  the  body  was  pri- 
vately interred  iu  'the  clolbiug  whiah 
whs  Upon  it.  i    ) 

_.  The  {dgrald's  correspondent  saya  t|ie 
| 'parley  wilh  llooth  lasted'a  long  whilti  ; 
I  tlKit  Booth  told  Dr.  Doberty  be  had  « 
bead  drawn  on  him,  und  coidd  shoot 
L-biui  ifha.  cbooBp;,  that  Booth  could  see 
those  outside  plainly  while  they  could 
fiot  seu.him'  luuidtt;  that  when  tho  rtro 
*WjOi' lighted  Booth  could  be  seen,  and 
Kbhau  Dr.  Dubcrky  ordered  Sergt.  Corbitt 
{ to  tire,  which,  hy  did  throiigh  one  of  the 

f  '  BuotbLwae  RTiriud  with  two  six  bar- 
rflled  a$d  one  Keven  hwrellfij  revolvar. 
-.NVhen  j,he  party  started  -to  return  w.ijh 
the  body  IJarvpki  refuaed  to  walk,  ao^ 
rope  whs  fastened  to  I^ls  i>eck'and  trtr 
other  end  of  it1  to  the  saddle  of  one  of  tt&e 
cavidryineii.  ■  A»  soon  a.s  a.  horAB  oduld 

hftPi'PPiW^Jlft  WM  p»PJW»Uid —  i.«— ii/ 


,lj;VieUuV  !'>r  me.  ,  ,!>.!  ■  .         (  ,,i;wj 

Alter  the  onversatioiL  took  P 


lit:    il  .    .    ii  1  | 

pluce  be- 
Ing-wU'WiV     . 


Ifwdeu  rt'iothandliarrold,  dnrihu  . 
!  UMoih'.WMH  lieard  to  say,  ,rVop  dainnod* 
c-ikVMid,   will-  iyouiileavt-nue.diowitjirtlh 

w jth  mef nKo  .then  «iddriiM«d  tlie  \pwijr  . 
outside;  'uWeaid/VVPheiVtf -tVWn''  hefrf.  2 
who  want*  to  oini*eoutf\--IainW.;Ji(»Jtte''J-  \ 
Then  lot  bU^h»pd^»^t^a$^Hiu&j 
come  QUt,^    j  .  ^i  •*!■'    N  'rr-      ■■■ — 

; — y— — _^i , — , — j. 


*  £  Wiiiua*  Boot™,  the  murderer  of  Presl- 
'  dent  LtWQUf,  is  dead  I    "A  Ration  WW  bre«th» 

■  ■■  ...:.:..::....    UunU)d  by  swift- 


trtw  alibis  aunoiuuxniuut. 
fooled  and  remorseless    justice,  »yo  «»«»«»  \ 
hearted wretch  fled  from  point  to  point,  and} 
flpaBy 'uxtk  n*ikv  in  a  dreary  awaiup  >u  B4..J 
Mary*»  county,  Md— one  of  the  most  intensely 
'tfuoyal  sections  of  the  State.',JThither  he was 
puriued  by  pofB^wui's  dutecUv.es,  »«d  when. 
'Ky  closed  in  upon  biin,  he,  with  his  con- 
federate Yillain,  Harold,  sought  concealment 
"In  a  barn. -  The  building  Vas^iwl,  and  as  the 
•  £»*€»  jjrpve  the  panting  fugitives  front  their 
i  lurking-place, they  were  shot' down.    Booth 
-was  instantly   killed;    IIauoLO    was   badly. 
*^pji4etlt  and  way  survive,  lo  await  the  no 
\£U  curtain  vengeance  or"  the  law.  I  Boom's 
ftSjr-k   in- Washington,' and  Harold  has 
reftcUed  there,  a  prisoner:    So  closely  dots  the 
Jin**  act  of  tld>  great  tragedy  succeed  its  horrid 

-initiation.  ■     •  •  ' ' 

•  tfhero  wUl  be  a  momentary  sensation  of  re: 
grt^tliat  Bootu  has  so  cheaply  paid  the  penal- 
ty of  his  crime.  It  would  have  been  more 
consistent  with  popular  ideas  of  just  retribu- 
tion had  he  been  made  to' suffer  the  agonies  of 
,  ipjpniomnenjt;  the  tortures  of  the  condemned ; 
the  -delays  of  law  that  could1  but  serve  to  pro- 
lopg  anguish ;;  the  humiliation  W  feellDg  Uim- 
^elf;  the'myst  detested  being  in  thw  world.  But 
t|u*  .sentiment  will  be  succeeded  by  -one  of 
thanksgiving  tjiat  the  deed  has  been  so  q^ick; 
iy'niul  so  thoroughly  done;  that  the  popular 
^iniad,.  already  feverishly  "strained  by  the  pro- 
found oxciteinent  of  two  weeks  past,  is  not  to 
•be  inflamed  with  renewed1  passion i  above ' all 
things,  that  the  murderer  had.. up  opi>ortuuity 
to  Impart  a  fictitious  dignity  t«1"a  late,  by  tkr 
mock  heroism  with  which'  ha'  met  \U  Therj, 
^lf  nothing  theatrical  in  tbwfiualc:  The  ndacja- 
tjU  murderer  was  shut  down  Ultu  a  dog  in  hU 
"  trucks,  while  Btrivingly  seeking  to  save  hlsJ 
1  worthless  life.  He  perpetrated  his  crime  In  a 
y.cpWoilly  manner ;  he  fled  like  a  coward,  and 
Uke  a  coward  he  has  died.  '  —  •;'■••  . 
'  ApkutaM  Lincoln  and  his  murderer  go  to-, 
fcthjer  V»  Itt*  g*ttV«-    Abuse  the  bier  of  one,  a  i 

•  nation  weeps,  —  around  the  record  c  f  his- 
soilness  and  glory,  the  memories  of  bis  e.  un- 
trancn  cbiiter,  with  an  affection  spontaneous 

..aa^. universal.    The  spot  wherein  he  lies  will 

b*eom*  consecrated  ground,— the  acts  he  has. 

pfrfpnned  and  the  words  he  uttered 'will  be, 
'  PMWi  uf  history, — his  name  has  already  been 
'  phtoed  among  the  best  and  noblest  of  those' 

"t^jpjiave  lived  and  died  for  aJ&' good  of  man. 
.  Tb/o  execrations  of  the  prcseuLaud  the  scorn 

of  future  generations  will  follow  the  other  to 

•  the  tomb,  and  he  will  be  remembered  only' 
that  Uis  qwful  fate  may  stand  a  couspicuous 

>  warning  to  those  whom  like  baseness  might 

-  prompt  to  tenipt  a  similar  doom.  God  Is  just. . 
■  The' majesty  of  .eternal  law  has  been  viudi-. 
.'cat*!,  ;  •       '•     i.  •  . 

•h  Exit  Booth  [  With  the  world  for  a  stage 
and  ages  as  spectators,  chosen  to'  enact  a 
damnable  deed,  and,  npproying  his  fitness  for. 

-'  the  ho/rid  mission,  the  actor  has  performed  his 
ysrt.    The  fantastic  mockery  of  'heroism  ;  the 

-  Ult  glitter  of  a  theatric  combination;  bran- 
',  d>ke4.  dagger,  sharpened  tor  the  heart  of  him 
.  •»•*>. bore  it,— liave  all  figured  in  the  dreadful 

-scenes.  The  tragedy  which  began  with  a  blow 
at  the  pillars  of  a  Ilt-public,  closed  with,  a 
.faneral  tableau  in  a  bumiug  Barn.  Let  thu 
faUt   .  .....  i  ... 


BAKER,  THE  DETECTIVE. 


I  hour.  The  amiuble  aid  president  cracked 


A  Republican  Review  of  His  Rook-   iokea  over,lhe  I"?11?', and  8aiJ.th£l  j5 
m,.f„Ai>,fc  ,  d..«»..»»    M-».»...n        I  his  appointments   he  had  lo  run  his  hand 


'Hid  II oo tli  and  Surra 1 1    Mystery.  , 

J         '         I  into  a  sack  of  fifiy  snakes  10  find  one  eel. 

From  the  Mac-a-check  Tress,  (Radical.)        Among    the   latter  acts  of    ihe   Congress 

~7  <T  BAKKK  VENTILATED/^  /  7-  l"al  preceded  his  death,    was  an  investi- 

.-"„.,/,      .  ,       j   .  t__        _    gatiou  of  ihe  cotton  frauds,  and  out  of  a 

great  number  of   permits  to    Meal,  three 


The  business  of  a  detective,  however 
necessary  it  may  be,  has  never  been  re- 
garded as  the  most  reputable.  Whether 
it  can  be  regarded  otherwise  than  despi- 
cable, depends  altogether  on  the  charac- 
ter of  the  detective.  In  Europe  where 
the  system,  both  political  and  of  the  po- 
lice, has  been  carried  to  almost  perfec- 
tion, the  first  quality  sought  for  in  the 
detective  is  honesty.  Ho  is  trusted  with 
so  much  irresponsible  power  that  unless 
he  is  possessed  of  the  highest  integrity 
his  office  becomes  the  means  of  carrying 
out  what  it  was  created  to  suppress. 

In  this  country,  acting  on  the  old  max- 
im of  selling  a  thief  to  catch  a  thief,  we 
sutler  more  from  our  police,  and  especi- 
ally  the  detectives,  than  we  do  from  the 
rogues.  And  in  all  cases  where  the  hon- 
est man  gets  into  trouble,  he  bad  belter 
go  over  to  the  enemy  at  once  and  seek 
safety  among  the  thieves.  He  may  iu  that 
cose  lose  his  property,  but  he  may  save 
his  temper  and  be  relieved  of  much  ag- 
gravation and  disappointment. 

Gen.  Baker  (Brevet  Brigadier  Gener- 
al—  God  save  the  mark)  is  a  representa- 
tive man.  He  is  ihe  American  detective. 
From  among  thieves  he  was  selected  as 
the  thief  to  caich  thieves.  He  has  the 
distinctive  features  and  qualifications  of 
his  calling.  Of  this  he  boasts.  It  is  bis 
pride  of  character.  It  is  said  that  Gen. 
Scott  first  appointed  him,  and  if  the  Gen. 
had  been  questioned  why,  he  would  have 
responded,  'because  sir,  he  is  the  most 
aciive, intelligent, adroit  rascal  that  I  know 
of.'  For  the  same  reason,  the  Secreia? 
ry  of  War,  Mr.  Stanton,  continued  Baker 
in  office.  We  can  see  the  grim  smile 
with  which  the  sardonic  Secretary  would 
dwell  on  his  creature's  utter  want  of  con- 
science and  honesty. 

It  was  a  grave  error.  Another  blot  has 
been  left  on  the  Secretary  of  War,  and  a 
lasting  shame  on  our  administration. 

Brevt.  Brig.  Gen.  Baker  has  rushed  in- 
to print.  He  has  made  a  book.  And 
since  the  publication  of  Barnum's  confes- 
sion and  WykofT's  courtship,  no  such 
shameless  volume  has  appeared.  Recol 
leciing  Gen.  Baker's  qunlilications  as  a 
detective,  we  may  appreciaie  his  qualifi- 


founhst  were  signed  by  the  president 

We   kuow   that  any  quantity  of  timid 
men,  will  remonstrate  at  this,  as  likely  to 
injure  our  party.      We   think   differently, 
and  firmly  believe  that   the  only  hope  we 
have  to  hold  our  government  in  the  hands  , 
of  loyal   men,  is  to    expose  the  rascality  ' 
and  drive  out   the   th.eves.     To    remain  I 
silent    is  to    connive  at    the  frauds  aud 
protect  the  rogues. 

To  return  however  to  our  mutton— very 
tough  and  tainted  at  that.  WeopenBrvt- 
Brig.  Gen.  Baker's  book  with  the  same 
feelings  we  lake  up  a  dying  speech  and 
confession,  believing  that  all  that  is  inter- 
esting is  not  true,  and  all  that  is  true  is 
not  interesting,  and  we  find  it  from  be- 
ginning to  end  about  the  dullest  perform- 
ance it  has  been  our  misfortune  to  meet 
with.  We  turn  at  once  to  that  pari  which 
treats  of  the  assassination.  In  it  we  find, 
if  anywhere,  the  uses  of  national  polico, 
and  the  next  purport  an  upshot  of  the 
much  vaunted  detective  system.-  And 
the  result,  to  use  a  slang  term,  is  'nix.'  I 
If  as  is  claimed,  a  great  conspiracy  exist- 
ed, originating  in  Richmond  and  encour- 
aged  in  Canada.it  weut  on  under  the  nose 
of  Brevt.  Brig.  Gen.  Baker,  and  engaged  I 
his  attention  only  when  the  President  was 
killed  in  the  presence  of  a  great  crowd,  ] 
and  the  Secretary  of  Slate  was"hacked  to 
pieces  at  bis  own  residence.  If  on  the 
other  hand  Dp  conspiracy  had  been,  the 
subsequent  coil  with  the  hanging  of  one 
woman  and  several  imbeciles,  wcire  out- 
rages on  our  common  sense,  to  say  noth- 
ing of  thai  neglected  goddess  called  Jus- 
tice. This  is  all— aud  for  this  little  all 
we  have  paid  dearly. 

For  the  book  itself  few  words  are  req- 
uisite. It  abounds  in  bare  faced  lies. — 
One  requires  liltlo  experience  in  this  sort 
of  literature  to  recoguize  the  falsehoods 
at  once.  It  reads  very  much  like  a  sec- 
ond rate  iale  in  the  Ledger.  It  has  all 
the  marks  of  a  mean,  poverty  stricken 
imagination.  Each  series  of  adventures 
culminates  in  an  impossible  escape, where 
success    turns   on   the  not  very   brilliant 


inariness  of  ihe  hero  and  the  uitter  nn 
cations  as  an  author.     How  many  lies  are  beciliiy  of  the  enemy, 
we  to  have  to  the  square  inch  ?     That   is  I      Jn  ihe  escape  from   Richmond,  for  ex 
ihe  question  that  must  animate  the  read-  ample,  if    we  are  to  tuke  as  truih  ihe  ac 
ing  world  on  taking  up  his  volume.  counts  of    Davis,  Toombs  und   Brock,  we 
We  never  co«4d  make  out  what  the  late  must  accept  D^vis,  Toombs  and  Brock  as  J 
and  lamented  Mr.  Lincoln  wanted  with  a  the  veriest  jackasses  the  Lord  ever  set  on 
detective  system   atoll.     From  the  hour  end.     Brock  is  unknown  to  fame,  but  Ua- 
of  his  first  inauguration  up   to  that  of  his  vis    and    Toombs   have  rather   impressed 
death,  the  thieves  were  all  in  office.   Ex-  this  oge  with  a  cuufidence  in  their  saga  ex- 
cepting Messrs.  Chase,  Stontou  and  Holt  iiy,    and   eo  lung  a3   this  cuufidence  cuu- 
it  was  impossible    almost  to  lay  hands  on 
an  official,  and  not  touch  a  man  made  rich 
hrough  his  position.     This  was  e.-pccially 


the  case  with  the  moneyed  offices      Hon 


__.  men  stood  aghast  ai  the  impunitj  with 
which  stealing  went  on.  All  cries  of 
shame  and  ouirage  seemed  unavailing. — 
All  opposition  was  thrown  away.  Thieves 
were  turned  out  lo  be  succeeded  by  thieves 
and  colossal  fortunes    wero    made  in  ae 


d     WivludT 


tinues,  Baker's  attack  ou  their  brain  must 
be  at  a  discount. 

The  evidence  of   falsehood  however  is 
to  be    found  in  the   fact  that  thtoughout 
ihe  uarraiive  the  author    not  only   gives 
the  minutest   details  but  the  accompany- 
ing conversation.     The  moment  the  story 
teller    undertakes  to  give  the  'says   he,' 
and  'says  she,'  aud  'says  I,'  h«  pnsses  in- 
to the  region  of   romance.     Let  any  one 
try  this  himself.     Make  an  effort   to  re- 
member the  words  of  a  conversation  held  I 
yesterday,  and  mark  the  result  ;   and  then  j 
judge  of  the  reliability  of   a  conversation  , 
running  through  an   entire    volume  and 
extended  over  years  in  the  past. 

In  this  connection  we  call  the  attention  ' 
to  the  asserted  confession  of  Mrs.  Surrait 
The  simple  rules  governing  evidence 
force  us  to  a  consideration  first  of  the 
character  of  the  witness  ;  secondly  to  the 
probability  of  the  story.  In  either  yiew 
this  professed  confession  falls  through. — 
Our  brevet  brigadier  general  has  been 
convicted  of  lying,  and  he  tells  us  that  a 
woman  who  made  a  hard  fight  for  her 
wretched  life,  forfeited  that  life  to  a  man 
that  she  loathed  and  despised.  It  will  do 
for  such  noodles  as  the  Editor  of  the 
Cleveland  Hetald  to  reproduce  this  ab- 
surd story — but  no  man  possessed  of  a 
thimble  full  of  brains  believes  it. 

There  is  one  thing  that  strikes  us  for- 
cibly and  that  is  the  remarkable  similar- 
ity between  this  book  and  ihat  of  the  so- 
caMod  Booth  diary.  To  any  one  of  ordi- 
nrry  sagacity  it  is  difficult  to  distinguish 
one  from  the  other.  In  this  remarkable 
diary  we  learn  that  it  passed  from  the 
hands  of  Brevet  Brigadier  General  Baker 
to  Mr.  Stanton. 

Of  all  the  possessions  found  on  the  body 
of  the  assassin,  ihe  diamond  pin  and  the 
diary  are  the  only  two  noi  accounted  for. 
We  recognize  the  distinguished  detective 
in  the  fact.  But  the  world  is  puzzled  to 
know  why  the  able  Judge  Advocate  Gen- 
eral, in  his  effort  to  identify  the  body  of 
Booth,  failed  to  produce  the  most  positive 
evidence,  and  that  was  the  note  book  or 
diary  of  the  deceased.  Baker,  ihe  diary, 
and  the  diamond  pin  all  disappeared  to- 
gether. 

The  wonder  is  solved  in  the  fact  we 
suggest,  that  Judge  Holt  and  Mr.  Stan- 
ton discovered  that  eighteen  pages  had 
been  cut  from  the  took,  and  certain  oiher 
entries  made  that  could  not  be  identified 
las  ihe  handwriting  of  the  assassin.  This 
clears  up  the  mysteiy  that  was  attached 
to  this  diary. 

We  now  understand  why  Judge  Holt 
failed  to  produce  it  at  the  trial,  aud  why 
Air.  Stantou  treats  with  contempt  all  ref- 
erence to  it.  Without  some  6uch  expla- 
nation the  conduct  of  these  two  emiueut 
statesmen  appears  iuexplicable. 

This  is  the  first  and  we  fervently  hope 
the  last  of  political  espionage  in  Ameri- 
ca. It  wos  born  of  Seward  and  his  little 
bell,  and  dies  in  Baker.  It  was  conceived 
in  sin,  lived  in  shame  and  died  in  gener- 
al disgust.  Let  every  houest  man  throw 
a  stone  ou  its  decaying  carcass,  that  a 
monument  may  remain  lo  warn  future 
generations  to  beware  of  such  attributes 
lo  despotism.  In  this  way  Brevet  Brig- 
adier General  Baker  may  be  of  use  to 
humanity,  and  no  other  wnv 
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"."  CAPTURE  OF  J.  WILKES  BOOTH.  | 
Lansing,  Mich.,  Dec  22.— Special  Cone-  j 
tj.oitdatce.—  The  above  is  an  accurate  repre-  J 
stntation  of  tlie  piesent  appearance  of  two  very  : 
interesting  figures  in  the  history  of  the  civd  ! 
war,  Ly  reason  of  their  active  participation  in 
one  of  the  tragical  closing  events.  The  old 
horse  is  a  particularly  interesting  relic,  and  ia, 
doubtless,  one  of  the  few  survivors  of  the  brute 
Citation  actively  participating  ia  the  conflict 
The  old  fellow  is  a  good  specimen  of  his  kind. 
II is  color  is  indicated  by  his  name,  Old  Buck- 
skin, and  he  is  a  familiar  aud  historic  figure 
upon  the  stre  ta  of  Lansing.  Upon  auv  fine 
day  he  may  be  seen  briskly  drawing  the  family 
carriage  or  under  the  saddle,  moving  along  with 
that  seductive,  easy,  loping  gait  so  suggestive  of 
comfort  and  pleaMire  to  the  rider.  Had  he  the 
power  of  speech  he  would  probably  deliver  him- 
self in  the  following  patriotic  fashion:  "To  the 
American  public:  Permit  me  to  introduce  my- 
self as  Old  Buckskin.  I  am  a  veteran  of  the 
war  and  a  member  of  the  G.  A  R,  a  native  of 
Virginia  and  20  years  of  age.  I  was  captured 
upon  my  native  soil  by  United  States  troops  in 
IMiJ,  aud,  without  the  formality  of  a  riarole 
cast  ray  fortunes  with  the  cause  of  the  Union.' 
1  became  an  active  member  of  the  First  District 
of  Columbia  Cavalry,  where  I  made  the  acquaint- 
ance of  Lieutenant  L  B.  Baker,  mv  present 
owner  aud  rider,  and  we  at  once  became  insep- 
arable friends  aud  allies.  Together  we  partici- 
pated in  numerous  battles,  skirmishes  and  i 
raids.     In  1864  I  was  I 

WOUNDED   IS  THE  SHOULDER,  I 

and  carried  tho  bullet  in  my  flesh  for  three  I 
years  In  April,  16u'3,  with  ray  friend  in  com-  j 
mand.  I  led  the  pursuing  partv  that  captured  J.  I 
Wilkes  Uooth,  the  assassinator  of  President  Lin-  ' 
coin.  Atthecloooof  thojvar  mv  friend  pur- 
chased my  freedom  from  the  government  and 
we  have  sinco  made  our  home  at  Lansing  the 
capital  city  of  Michigan.  In  my  old  age  i  am 
tenderly  cared  for  and  will  not  be  an  applicant 
for  a  service  pension," 

Possessed  of  the  history  of  the  old  horse 
1  could  not  restrain  the  impulse  to  interview  his 
owner  with  reference  to  the  important  event 
therein  suggested. 

Calling  at  his  residence,    I  found    the    Lieu- 
tenant a  man  of   medium  build,    of   an    erect 
military  bearing,   a    gentleman    of    refinement  ! 
and  culture,  with  comfortable  worldly    posses-  j 
sious,  aud  entirely  willing  to  accord  mo  the    in-  ■ 
terviow  desired.     I  asked  if  ho  vouched  for    the  I 
biograpy  of -Old  Buckskin;"  he  replied,  "Yea. 
Bucksmn  is  right     I  investigated  the  circuml  I 
stances  of  his  youth  aud  learned  he  camo    from1 
good  old  'P.  F.  V.'  stock.     I  am   very  proud    of 
bun  and  would  uot  part  with  him  at  any  prica" 

'Lieutenant,  by  what  good  fortune  did  you  ! 
occupy  so  conspicuous  a  place  in  tho  pursuit 
lid  capture  of  Booth?" 

"On      tho     night     of     the     assassination    I  ' 
7"VnT,N,eW    V°,rk ,with    uly  OOUBin,  General  I 
L    C.    Baker     chief    of     the     United    States 
military     detective     for,  e.       We    were    im- 
mediately ordered  to  Washington,  and    as  soon 
as  a  delinito    clew    could    be    obtained,    I    was  ! 
Placed  in  charge  of  a  detail  of   twenty-five    men 
from  tho  Sixteenth    New  York    Cavalry    under 
Litutenaut  Edward  Dougherty.     Colonol    E.    J    i 
Conger,  being  familiar  with  the    country   to    bo 
traversed,  was  detailed    aa    mv    assistant    and 
counselor  and  wo  shared  each   other's  opinions  ; 
and  confidence  from  tho  start" 

"How  was  the  clew  obtaiued,  what  direction 
did  you  uke,  and  how  soon  did  you    strike    the 

"Tho  clew  was  obtained  from  a  colored 
man  who  saw  Booth  and  Harold  cross  the 
1  otoi.iae  near  Chapel  Point  below  Washington.  I 
We  took  the  tug  John  li  lde,  down  the  river  to 
Belle  Plain  Landing,  debarking  at  10  p.  m.,  but 
did  not  stnko  tho  trad  until  th«  «i.h.,»„„....» 
afternoon.    We 


trad    until   the   subsequent  \ 


and  next  day  uuti;~3~p.  m7_wTthout  success. 
>\e  then  halted  a  short  distance  from  Port  Con- 
way Fern-,  on  the  Bappahannock.  The  com- 
mand was  thoroughly  used  up  from 
hunger  and  being  continuously  in  the 
saddle  for  seventeen  hours.  We  or- 
dered dinner,  when  all  lay  down  except 
myself  and  orderly.  My  anxiety  led  me  down 
to  the  ferry,  aud  there  the  trail  was  struck.  A 
fisherman  to  whom  I  described  the  men  and 
showed  their  photographs  saw  them  cross  the 
ferry  and  were  as  ho  thought  taken  to  Bowling 
Green  by  Captain  Jett.  of  Moaby's  Guerrillas! 
He  thought  they  were  still  at  a  hotel,  which  he 
described.  I  immediately  roused  the  command 
and  we  pushed  out  for  a  ride  of  twenty-two 
miles  to  Bowling  Green,  arriving  at  midnight 
The  command  at  once  took  position  surround- 
ing the  hotel.  Booth  and  Harold  were  not 
there,  but  in  bed  we  found  Captain  Jett  who 
after  much  parley  and  at  the  muzzle  of  our  re- 
volvers, told  us  that  Booth  and  Harold  were  at 
Garrett's  farm,  not  far  from  the  ferry  we  had 
left  ,  We  then  compelled  him  to  mount  his 
horse,  and  under  strong  guard  and  the  moat 
careful  surveillance  he  led  the  way  to  "Gar 
rett'a."  Arriving  about  S  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing Jett  was  left  under  guard  a  little  way  out 
and  the  command  dashed  up  the  lane  and  surl 
rounded  the  house.  I  dismounted  in  front 
throwing  my  rem  to  the  orderly,  entered  the 
house  without  much  ceremony,  soon  followed 
by  Conger.  The  family  were  in  bed.  Not  being 
in  a  mood  to  parley,  our  vigorous  methods  soon 
brought  a  confeasion  from  one  of  the  Garrett 
boys  that  Booth  and  Harold  were  both  in  the 
barn.  Upon  thin  Conger  rushed  out,  and  with 
the  command  at  once  surrounded  the  barn.  I 
compelled  young  Garrett  to  lead  the  way  to  the 
barn  door,  and  sent  him  in  to  confer  with  Booth. 
1  could  hear  the  conservation  in  an  undertone 
and  finally  Booth  to  say:  "D— n  you,  sir  you 
have  betrayed  us;  leave  here,  or  I  will  shoot 
£?"•.,  Th£  **•?»  lost  no  tu»e  in  getting  out 
fitortly   afto;  ilarold,   UtemUj  shaking  with  , 

|  terror      came     to    the    door,    and~was     at^ 
I  -Booth  a    request,     permitted      to     surrender. 
I  then  commenced  a  parley  with  Booth  from 
the  outside,  told  him  of  tho  situation,  the  im- 
possibility of  his  escape,  urging  him  to  quietly 
surrender.    This  he  refused,   but  said:    "ifou  | 
are  a  brave   maa;  you  will  surely  give  me  a 
,  cnanco  for  my  life.    I  have  but  one  leg;  but  if 
you  will  withdraw  your  men  twenty  yards  I 

FIGHT  TOUB  WHOLE  COMMAND." 

I  replied  we  were  not  there  to  fight,  but  to 
effect  his  capture.  In  the  meantime  prepara- 
tions had  been  making  to  tire  tne  barn;  the 
lower  part  being  filled  with  k  ^o  corn  fodder. 
Ihe  command  had  been  dismounted  to  prevent 
confusion  among  the  horses  by  the  fire.  I 
then  informed  Booth  of  our  intention.  His 
only  reply  was:  "One  raoro  stain  upon  the 
old  banner. "  A  moment  later  the  material  upon 
one  side  of  the  barn  was  tired,  lighting  up  the 
wholo  interior.  I  threw  open  tie  door  and 
looked  upon  tho  thrilling  tableau. 

Booth    stood    erect,  supported  by  crutches 
carbine  in  hand.    For  a  moment  he  gazed  at  the 
tire,  made  a  movement  toward  it,  then  took  po- 
i  sitiou  in  center  of  the  barn,  standing  like  a  wild 
beast   at    bay;  revolver  in  hand,  eyes  rolling, 
,  hair  dishevelled,  tho  6moko  and  flames  sweepiug 
I  and  roaring  above  him.  he  then  started  for  tho 
I  door.    I  drew  back  to  be  in  a  position  to  seize 
j  him  as  he  emerged,   when  tha  crack  of  a  re- 
.  yolver  was  heard,  and  Sergeant  Boston  Corbett 
had  avenged  the  murder  of  President  Lincoln. 
|  Booth  plunged  forward,  and  lay  upon  his  car- 
bine, face  downward. 
I      I  rushed  to  his  side,  grasped  his  hand,   and 
j  found  the  bullet  had  entered  his  neck,  and  that 
j  hia    limbs  and  body    below  the    wound    were 
j  paralyzed,    but  his    brain  seemed   to  be    still 
?iC,1\a  ,  lne  8traD?e-  exciting,  weird-like  scene   i 
I  the  holocaust    lighting    up  Booth's  clear-cut. 
|  handsome  face,   with    its  expression  of  horoio 
:  despair,  all  contributed  to  a  sceuo  battling  do- 
senptioa     We  then  carried  him  outside  when 
I  called  for  water.     One  of  the  men   tilled   my 
;  cap  from   his  canteen.      I  sprinkled  his    face 
;  and  putting  it  to  his  lips  poured  a  little    in  his 
I  mouth.    He  ejected  it,  nut  revived  a  little.    We 
then  carried   him    to    the  piazza  of  Garrett's 
house,  and  laid  him  upon  a  mattress.      I  ro- 
•  mained  constantly  with  him  until  death  came  i  ) 
■  to  ma  relief  in  tho  dawn  of  the  morning." 
|      "Lieutenant,  there  have  been  so  many    Con- 
j  flictiug  reports  as  to  Booth's  utterances  "before  I 
his  death,  can  you  give  them  to  me  absolutely  I 
correct?" 

"I  can.    I  never  left  his  side  after  the  shoot- 
ing.   They  were  all  in  whispers.   We  first  placed  ' 

UNDEB  A  TBEE, 

near  the  burning  bara  After  reviving  from  the 
otTects  of  the  water,tlio  lips  wore  noticed  to  move. 
Colonel  Conger  placed  hia  ear  very  close  down 
and  said,  "What  ia  it"   Booth  whispered,  "tell 


,  mother,"  repeating  the  words  after  beinTplaced  I 
j  on  the   piazza.    We  gave    him  stimulants,  still 
further  reviving    him   when    he    said,  "Oh   kill 
£"lt     ma-"    *  told  hlm  ,,e  didnt  "eok  his  life 
that  he  was  shot  in   violation  of  orders  aud  we 
l  hoped  ho   would  recover.     He  then  whispered, 
I    Tell  mother  I  died  for  my  country.  1  did  what 
I  thought  best;"  he  then  said,  "My  hands."    I 
|  raised  one  of  them,   bathed  it,  and  held  it  where 
;  ho  could  look  upon  it;  be  seemed  to  be  sinking 
his  eyes  closed;    but  he   rallied  again,  and  very 
faintly    whispered,    "Useless,     useless,"    these 
wore  tiis  last  words    on    earth,  and  twenty  min- 
utes later  with  a  few  convulsive  movementa   ho 
was   dead    having    lived  an  hour  and  a  quarter 
after  the  shot  was  fired. 

We  then  wrapped  tho  body  in  a  blanket  I  took 
personal  charge  of  it.  procured  a  farm  wagon 
and  had  it  driven  across  cou.. try  to  Belle  Plain 
Landing,  arriving  that  even!.  -  where  the  tu« 
had  remained  in  waiting.  Colonol  Conger  had 
previously  pushed  out  directly  to  Washington 
carrying  the  news  and  Booth's  effects,  and  wo 
were  met  half  way  up  tho  river  by  General 
-baker,  the  Assistant  Secretary  of  War  the  Sur 
geon  General,  and  other  officials  upon  a  steam 
tug.  On  arriving  at  Washiugtou  in  the  forenoon 
the  remains  were  placed  on  a  gunboat" 

"Lieutenant,  what  constituted  Eooth's  effects 
and  what  disposition  was  made  of  them?" 

"His  effects  were  a  Spencer  ropeating  rifle 
two  revolvers  charged,  a  bowie-knife,  belt  and 
holster  s  spur,  a  pocket  compass,  a  diary,  and  a 
bill  of  exchange,  dated  Oct.  27,  1804,  drawn  at 
the-  Montreal  Branch  Ontario  Bank,  upon  Glynn 
Mills i  &  Co.  London,  for  £01  12s  lod  sterling' 
payable  to  the  .  °' 

i  OBDEB  OF  J.    WILKES  BOOTH 

Ihere  were  all  carefully  preserved  and  delivered 

to  the  Secretary  of  War.     Thoy  are  now  on  ex 

hib.tion  at  the  -National  Museum,  Washington  " 

.Did  the  diary  contain  any  memoranda  of  im- 

E&SfiK  w%but  UP°n  a  c"e'"l  examina- 
tion of  it  in  Washington  one  leaf  was  missing 
I  waa  subsequently  commissioned  bv  the  War 
Department,  and  with  an  escort  went  over  tho 
enure  route  of  Booth  and  Harold  to  make  up1 
the  record,  and  found  the  missing  leaf  in  the  i 
possession  of  Colonel  Stewart  in  Virginia  an 
old  friend  of  Booth's,  but  who  having  Wd  of 
the  assassination  refused  them  shelter  but 
ordered  supper  for  them  apart  from  his  house. 
|  Booth  tore  a  leaf  from  the  diary  and  wrote 
I  Stewart  a  very  caustic  note  (a  copy  of  which  I 
^ ve^sonding  with   it   $5  to  pay  for  their  sup- 

I  '  "Lieutenant,  do  you  know  how  Booth's  body 
was  disposed  of?'7  "Not  finally.  The  excite- 
ment was  so  intense  at  Washington  Secretary 
Stanton  deemed  it  best  to  make  secret  disposi- 
tion of  it,  and  charged  General  Baker 
with  the  details.  So  toward  evening  of 
the  day  of  our  arrival  with  the 
body,  General  Bakor  and  myself  went  to  the 
gunboat,  placed  the  body  in  a  small  boat  and 
rowed  down  tha  river  until  the  darkneaa  hid  our 
movements  from  the  shore.  We  then  rowed 
back  to  the  "old  penitentiary,  at  the  arsenal  on 
the  east  branch  and  took  it  inside  through  a 
private  door.  The  old  abandoned  coUs  had  been 
used  for  storing  ammunition  and  were  fulk 
One  of  them  was  cleared,  the  large  flag-stone 
(covering  the  entire  floor)  was  taken  up  an  ex- 
cavation made,  the  body  placed  therein  the 
stone  replaced,  and  ammunition  returned.  I 
understand,  however,  after  tho  execution  of  tho 
other  conspirators  the  body  waa  ordered  buried 
with  them  and  that  subsequently  President 
Johnson  permitted  the  removal  of  Booth's  bodv 
by  his  friends.  '  I 

Lieutenant   Baker's   account    is   given   sub-  I 
stantiaUy  in   hia  own  language,  diveated  of  the 
many  startling  side  episodes  which  can  not  have 
place    in    this    article.     He    has  the  little  teles- 
copic hard  rubber  cup  that  he  placed  to  Booth's 
dying    lips   twenty-two    years  ago,  and  a  large 
number  of  other  like  historic  relics.     The    lieu- 
tenant has  prepared   a  lecture  based  upon  his  i 
personal   reminiscences  of  the  affair  which   he  ' 
will  offer  to  toe  public.     If  h«;  ih  able  to  interest 
an    audience   as  he  did    me  to  the  narration  his 

success  is  Mamas!  u  a  u.     j  ■ 
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SPENT  THE  NIGHT 


ME  DEATH    OF    BOOTH. 


A     GRAPHIC     ACCOUNT     AS     GIVEN 
IN    "GATH'S"     NEW    NOVEL. 


rue  Assaskin's  Last  Plea  for  a  Fighting 
Cliunco— The  Barn  ou  Fire— A  lroce 
tlmt  Seemed  a  Battle  Ground  of 
\V nun (U  and  Spasms.  l^l^G  Of 

At  the  suggestlou  of  John  Brown  his 
wandering  powers  took  coherence  and 
example,  and  he  remembered  the  man- 
nerism in.  which  old  Brown  had  met  his 
fate,  and  Booth  tried  to  be  his  pupil. 

"Captain,"  said  Booth,  assuming  a  hol- 
low, theatrical  volco,  "give  me  a  living 
chauco;  withdraw  your  men  a  hundred 
paces  from  the  bora  and  I'll  come  out 
and  fight  youl" 

This  had  been  John  Brown's  request 
when  entrapped  In  his  engine  house,  and 
Booth  aspired  to  die  like  Brown. 

lie  repeated  the  request,  and  thought 
It  quite  unmerciful  that  he  was  not  ac- 
corded a  little  stage  space  to  die  effective- 
ly in. 

"We'll  waste  no  more  time,"  the  civil 
officer  without  spoke,  in  a  tone  of  disgust. 

The  katydid  or  cricket  never  ceased  to 
call  its  resounding  beads,  and  "pray,  pray, 
pray." 

Booth  searched  the  heavens  and  the 
world  for  somo  Intercessor,  and  fetched 
from  weakness  his  mother's  name.  By 
that  saint  he  asked  for  fifty  yards  and  for 
a  little  more  time. 

Everything  was  refused. 

"Now,  then,  my  brave  boys,"  he  de- 
claimed, in  the  tones  of  the  stage  again, 
"prepare  a  stretcher  for  me  I" 

"Stretchers"  Were  the  canvas  biers  to 
carry  out  of  battle  wounded  men.  Booth 
—assuming  to  the  end— would  appear  to 
bo  a  veteran  entitled  to  the  honors  of  war. 

lie  raised  his  carbine,  feebly  resolving 
to  kill  some  one  or  to  fire  it  off  at  least, 
and  as  he  stepped,  on  foot  and  crutch, 
toward  the  center  of  the  barn,  to  be 
farthest  from  men's  aiming,  a  friction 
match  was  scratch-id  behind  him,  as  If  his 
broken  bones  had  rasped  each  other,  and 
sent  a  cold  chill  up  his  spine. 

He  turned  and  Baw  the  barn  on  fire  I 

A  lighted  whisp  of  straw,  twisted  by 
some  ono  without,  had  fallen  into  the 
loose  hay,  and  somo  brush  piled  against 
the  outside  of  the  barn  was  also  afire. 
Tho  warm  flame  for  a  single  instant  car- 
ried the  odor  and  crackle  of  his  father's 
log  cabin  tq  his  heart,  and  he  shouted  as 
his  crutch  fell  from  under  his  arm  and 
left  him  helpless: 

"Captain,  do  it  quick  I  Now  shoot  me 
through  the  heartl" 

The  cricket  ceased  to  sing,  though 
everything  beside  came  forth  in  the 
bright  light,  till  what  had  been  the  throne 
of  a  gloom  stood  revealed  in  the  blessed 
implements  and  yield  of  husbandry,  and 
there  were  wasps  flying  around  their  nests 
iu  the  roof,  scenting  flame,  and  in  the  lit- 
ter of  the  floor  ran  rats  in  Blngle  file,  all 
slyly,  as  from  a  sinking  ship,  and  one 
squealed  us  it  crossed  his  shadow  like  an 
old  witch  in  an  incantution  scone. 

The  plow  aud  the  harrow  teeth  took  a 
ruddy  gleam;  some  swallows  in  the  tim- 
bers flew  round  and  round,  blinded  by 
tho  fire,  and  the  pegs  for  tobacco  and  the 
burning  tobaoco  leaves  grow  to  be  ferns 
and  scallops  of  gold  as  they  hung,  like 
gilded  sceues  in  spectacles,  around  tho 
desperate  man. 

Ho  had  seen  fires  upon  tho  stage  and 
helped  to  stamp  them  out,  and  ho  limped 
toward  the  greater  flame  near  A  corner; 
but  suddenly  a  great  tongue  of  Are  licked 
him  and  singed  him  as  if  Cerberus  at 
hell's  door  had  fondled  on  him  with  a  fur- 
nace tongue  I 

Fear  seized  him  and  he  ran  toward  the 
door  ou  iin.-.iliiiiig  bones— tho  door  held 
open  as  by  somo  Invisible  angel — and  as 


ho  rau  tho  ponderous  beams  and  trees  in 
the  structure  6eemed  to  fall  upon  his 
skull  and  smash  it  like  an  egg. 

Booth  next  felt  water  in  his  face,  and 
two  men  wero  holding  him  up  and  search- 
ing his  body  and  putting  their  fingers  in 
bis  brain. 

"It's  here,"  said  one,  "right  where  he 
shot  tho  president,  behind  the  ear  and  ou 
the  same  side,  and  hero  it  comes  through !" 

Bi  gagging  torments  he  discerned  be- 
fore him  two  men  in  Confederate  dress, 
all  shown  by  the  light  of  the  burning 
barn,  which  was  reflected  in  the  home- 
stead porch  ho  lay  upon. 

"Did— he— betray — me?"  sighed  Booth, 
pointing  to  one  of  these,  the  officer  who 
had  brought  him  to  the  house. 

He  did  not  hear  the  answer,  but  he 
made  it  himself: 

"Tell— mother — I  thought — I  did— best 
—rights— a  country— till— I  died.  Kill 
me  I    Kill  me  I" 

Herold,  tied  to  the  tree  in  the  little  flat 
lawn,  saw  them  turn  Booth  to  make  him 
comfortable  and  beard  him  gasp  and 
groan,  and  Herold  Bued  the  only  tears. 

Booth  could  not  swallow,  and  his  words 
wero  measured  like  dew  in  the  honey- 
sucklo  s  cup  that  drooped  above  his  eyes 
and  opened  to  tho  fire. 

He  saw  thorn,  in  his  paralysis,  hold  up 
the  arsenal  of  things  he  had  carried  so 
long— a  great,  fierce  knife,  with  rust  of 
blood  upon  it;  two  pistols  with  revolving 
cylinders  thick  as  his  riven  inkle  and 
loaded  in  every  chamber;  <a  seven  shotted 
carbine;  a  candle  spotted  pocket  compass; 
his  diary  full  of  protestations  and  despair, 
and  holding  Light  Pittson's  name:  his 
pipe  and  scarf  pin  and  tho  likenesses  of 
ladies;  and  a  little  Catholic  medal.  He 
sighed: 

"Tongue  1" 

The  detective  opened  his  month  and 
said: 

Booth,  no  blood  is  on  your  tongnc 


Ho  started  at  his  name,  which  seemed 
a  century  since  it  bad  been  mentioned, 
and  gasped: 

"Hands!" 

The  officer  raised  his  hand  and  moist- 
ened it  with  a  picco  of  ice,  and  lifted  it  all 
limp  to  Booth's  face.  It  fell  uncontrol- 
able  like  his  broken  foot. 

Ho  feebly  moved  his  eyeballs  through 
an  arc  which  swept  all  nature  and  exhaled 
the  closing  words: 

"Useless — 'lessl" 

His  face  now  expressed  tho  unseen 
agony  for  which  there  was  no  word,  and 
tho  cherished  pride  of  strength  pushed 
Death  away  that  mercifully  drew  near 
again  and  again,  but  ever  was  repelled  by 
tho  flushing  rose  and  pulse  of  life,  till 
that  tho  countenance  of  the  actor  and  j 
athlete  seemed  u  battle  ground  of  wounds  | 
and  spasms,  growing  hollower  with  each 
contention  and  ready  at  the  cock's  crow, 
like  the  wandering  ghost,  to  fade  into  the 
morn.  % 

A  carbineer  had  killed  him  in  tho  barn; 
and  long  afterward  was  found  in  the  ashes 
there  tho  field  glass  delivered  to  him  at 
Surratt's — its  leather  case  found  unin- 
jured in  a  distant  fann  house 

Tho  cocks  began  to  crow.  The  morn 
awaked  with  sullen  eyes.  A  doctor  had 
come,  but  it  was  too  late.— George  Alfred 
Townsend  In  "Katy  of  Catoctln." 


WKI  GUT 


END  OF  J,  WILKES  BOOTH. 


The  Story  Tfld  With  Details  Never  Be- 
fore Published. 


Lieut.    Baler,   of    Lansing-,     Mich.,    Who 
Led  the  Pursuing    Party,    Describes 
the  Hunt    for    Booth   and   the 
Death   Scene.         C 

\\N     ' 


[UnsiiiK  (Mich.)  Cor.  Chicago  Tribune.  1 
Bofo/e  a  clerk's  desk  in  the  office  of  the 
Auditor  General  of  Michigan  sits  the  man 
who  ioniuiandod  the  handful  of  cavalry  that 
capured  J.  Wilkes  Iiooth,  saw  the  assassin 
shofdown  In  the  Old  Virginia  barn,  heard 
thclast  words  he  ever  uttered  and  lowered 
the  body  into  its  grave. 

lather  below  medium  height,  but  still 
st.-aight  as  an  arrow,  he  is  now  gray-nalred 
and  gray- bearded.  In  the  museum  of  the 
State  Agricultural  College,  three  miles  from 
here,  is  the  figure  of  the  war-horse  he  rode 
during  the  pursuit.  The  sturdy  old  horse 
was  the  playmate  or  Lansing  children  for 
years,  and  when  he  died  recently  full  or 
years  the  college  fraternity  requested  per- 
mission to  have  the  skin  mounted  anil  placed 
in  the  museum. 

The  Lieutenant  tells  the  story  of  Booth's 
capture  modestly,  and,  as  he  was  with  she 
murderer  from  his  death  to  hb  burial,  his 
narrative  contains  a  great  dea!  of  valuable 
matter  that  has  never  before  been  pub- 
lished. 

At  the  time  of  the  assassnatlon  Llout. 
Baker  was  In  the  employ  of  tie  War  Depart- 
ment's Detective  Bureau,  vt  the  heaii  of 
which  was  his  cousin,  Geiv  L.  C.  Baker. 
Ten  days  later,  when  word  -vas  wired  from 
Lower  Maryland  that  the  fl si;  detlnlte  trace 
of  the  murderer  had  beei  found— a  negro 
stating  that  two  men  aiswerlng  the  de- 
scription of  Booth  and  thehmii  Harold  had 
crossed  the  Potomac  the  (atnrday  night  be- 
fore—the  Ohlet  Detective' placed  under  his 
command  a  squad  of  cavflry  and  tersely  di- 
rected him  to  run  Booh  to  earth.  There 
were  twenty-ttvo  eavuh/"ioii  In  the  party, 
and  to  these,  at  the  leutenant's  request, 
was  added  as  asslstu^  and  counselor  his 
friend,  Col.  Conger.  3  brother  of  the  ex- 
L'ulted  States  senator  «'om  Michigan,  .^at^, 
xiik  ifltsurr. 
A  gunboat  convoy»1  the  party  down  the 
river  to  Belle  Play  *bnt  night,  and  the 
squad  scoured  the  grounding  country  until 
daybreak,  Baker  «d  Conger,  dressed  as 
civilians,  riding  y'ue  distance  In  advance 
and  representing  °  u  sleepy  but  sympaUietlc 
population  that  "°y  had  been  pursued  by 
"Yanks"  and  iiul  become  separated  from 
two  comrades  >7hom  they  wore  now  trying 
to  tlnd.  No  cvw  u'us  obtained  and  at  day- 
light tiie  pari  struck  directly  across  the 
country,  arrlibR  at  Port  Conway  late  in  the 
afternoon.  ei'o  tl10  Jaded  men  dropped 
out  or  the  saJle.  but  their  rest  was  or  a  de- 
cidedly tleeUc  nature.  The  restless  little 
Lieutenant  oon  found  a  fisherman  named 
Ka wllns,  w°  llaa  soeU  Booth  and  Har- 
old in  co'Dany  with  Capt.  Jett  and 
Lieut.  ainbridge,  two  rebel  offi- 
cers ju'  mustered  out  of  Mos- 
by'scav>r>\  cross  the  Uappahannock  the 
night  be-"'e-  L*1^  he  know  where  they  went?  j| 
Ho  lma'ned  th°y  would  pusli  straight  on  to  | 
Bowllr  Green,  twenty-two  miles  south- 
west Bawllns  agreed  to  guide  the  parly  to 
Bowj'K  Green,  but.  at  (Us  own  suggestion, 
was, laced  under  arrest  to  convey  the im- 
pre,!ou  that  his  service  was  compulsory. 
As  ley  crossed  the  river  two  mounted  me  i 
w,^liod  them  lnteresteuly  rroni  the  brow  of 
t),  hill  beyond.  The  cavalrymen  galloped 
u.tho  slope  In  pursuit,  but  the  two  made  a 
tioh  into  the  pine  woods,  and  It  was 
domed  advisable  to  waste  no  time  In  pur 
/It,  but  to  houd  straight  for  Bowling  Green, 
And  these  two  men,"  said  Lieut.  Baker, 
/lth  a  queer  grimace  at  tile  recollection 
•were  Harold  and  Balnbridgo,  as  we  after 
ivard  learned,  and  Booth  was  only  half  t 
idle  away  at  the  farm  house  of  the  Garret; 
brothers." 

Mldulght,  and  the  party  had  reached  Howl- 
ing Green.  The  hotel  to  which  Kawllus  be- 
lieved Capt.  Jett  would  take  Ins  Irlents 
was  quietly  surrouuded,  and  Capt.  Jitt 
hlmseirwns  roused  from  his  slumbers  to  Hid 
a  revolver  thrust  In  his  faco.  lie  prouilsid 
to  toil  all  ho  knew  of  the  matter  If  slileldul 
from  tho  charge  of  complicity,  anil  Infornnd 
the  Lieutenant  that  Booth  had  stopped  it 
the  Garrett  place.  lie  was  Shortly  ordered 
to  got  out  his  horse  and  accompany  tie 
party,  and  tho  men  were  directed  la  Us 
hearing  to  shoot  iilm  down  without  hilling 
It  Ho  uttonipiod  a  dash  for  liberty.  Back  to- 
ward tho    QappabannOCk     panted,  the    tlreu 

horses,    with    their  riders    worn   out,    half 
asleep,    and    nearly     choked    by    the   thick, 

slusigUsh   clouds    or    dust    which    tho  Intense 


darkness  made  it  impossible  to  avoid.  At 
Jr30  o'clock  they  were  at  the  Garrett  place, 
Jett  and  Kawllns  placed  under  a  guard,  and 
the  house  surrounded.  When  old  uan  Gar- 
rett opened  the  door  a  rew  Inches  in  response 
to  a  knock  Baker  stepped  inside  and  de 
manded: 

"Where  ure  the  men  who  have  been  stay- 
ing with  you  during  the  last  day  or  two?" 

The  revolver  was  a  handy  weapon  for 
Lieut.  Baker  that  night.  This  time  it  was 
leveled  at  Garrett,  and  the  old  man  stum- 
mered:     "They  have  gone  to  the  woods." 

"Don't  you  tell  me  that,  They  ure  here!" 
and  the  revolver  moved  a   few  Inches  closer. 

Young  Garrett  appeared  Just  then  and 
begged  tee  detective  not  to  shoot  his  father. 
He  explained  that  the  men  went  to  tue  woods 
after  the  cavalry  wont  by,  hut  soon  came 
back.  The  suspicions  of  the  family,  how- 
ever, had  been  aroused  by  their  actions,  and 
they  refused  to  have  them  In  the  house 
again,  but  finally  gave  their  permission  to 
remain  over  night  in  the  old  tobacco  ware- 
house, used  as  a  barn.  They  hail  been  locked 
In  to  prevent  their  stealing  any  thing,  young 
Garrett  explained,  anil  his  brother  was  stay- 
lug  In  the  corn  house  to  watch  them. 


The  command  was 
the  old  barn.  There  was 
no  weariness.  The  ali- 
tor even  a  southern  nl0l 
Lieut.     Baker    carried 


•mi 


sted  silently  about 
no  drowsiness  now, 
was  strangely  still 
t.  The  candle  which 
n    his     hand    us    he 


walked  toward  tho  barn  did  not  flicker  in  tl 
least.  To  young  Garrett,  who  was  by  h 
Side,  ho  said: 

"Wo  And  these  men  In  your  custody 
must  go  Into  the  barn   and    lnd 
give  themselves  up.  We  do  not 
ir  It  can  be  avoided,  but  we  want  them, dead 
or  alive,  and  must  huve  them.' ' 
.Garrett  demurred,  but   tho  revolver  again 
proved  a  potent  argument.     The  officer  un- 
locked tho  door  and  the  young   man  stepped 
Inside.     Baker  heard  a  rustling   among   the 
corn  leaves  and  a   moment's    low    conversa- 
tion.   Then  the  voice  of  Booth  rose  sharply: 
"D— n  you,  sir,  you  have   betrayed  me!    Get 
out  of  here,  or  I  will  shoot  you  I" 

"We  have  sent  in  this  young  man  in  wl.ose 
custody  we  find  you,"  said  Baker  through 
the  door,  his  words  sounding  with  startling 
distinctness  In  the  ears  of  the  watching  cav- 
alrymen. "Give  him  your  arms  and  sur- 
render or  we  shall  burn  the  barn,  have  a 
boa  tiro  and  a  shooting  match. ' ' 

The  command  was  useless,  and  a  moment 
later  a  Dadly-frlghtened  young  man  was 
pounding  on  the  door  and  begging  to  he  let 
out.  Lieut.  Baker  was  still  Holding  the 
candle  In  his  hand,  when  uarrett,  with  a 
face  pale  with  terror,  stepped  outside.  "Put 
that  out,"  he  said,  hurriedly,  "or  he  will 
shoot  you  by  the  light  of  It." 

The    officer    set    down    his   candle  a    trifle 
back,  but  so    that    Its   flame  still  casta  fan- 
i  tastlc   light   on    the    barn-front,   ana  again 
called  upon  the  fugitives  to  surrender. 

"There  Is    one   man   hore,"  Booth  replied 
clearly,    "who  wishes  much  to  surrender." 
And  Baker  heard  the  assassin  say  to  Harold:  I 
"Leave  me,  will  you?    Go!    1  don't  wish  you 
to  stay." 

Harold  rapped  on  the  door  as  soon  as  this 
permission  was  glfen,  and  said:  "Let  me 
out;  I  know  nothing  or  this  man  In  here." 

"Bring  out  yoar  arms  and  you  can  come," 
replied  Baker. 
'  '1  have  no  arms. " 

"You  have."  insisted  tho  officer.  "You 
brought  a  carbine  and  a  pistol  across  the 
river.    Bring  them  out. ' ' 

"CuptaKi,"  interrupted  Booth,  calmly 
"the  urns  are  mlno  anu  I  shall  keep  theni." 
UaroU  was  a  coward  at  heart,  and  he 
fairly  grayed  to  be  let  out.  When  the  door 
was  opened  he  put  out  his  hands  at  coni- 
uiard.  was  pulled  out  by  Lieut,  linker  and 
tuned  over  to  a  guard.  Then  the  officer 
tuined  his  attention  to  Booth  again.  "You 
no,  had  better  come  out  and  surrender,"  lie  l 
s.ld.  ! 

A  gleam  of  hope  came  to  the  murderer. 
"Toll  mo  who  you  are  and  what  you  want  of 
me,"  hocallod  eagerly.  "It  may  be  1  am  be- 
ing taken  to  my  friends. " 

"It  makes  no  difference  Who  we  are.  Wo 
have  fifty  well-armed  men  around  this  barn 
and  you  can  not  escape." 

There  was  a  momentary  pause,  and  then 
Booth  said,  despondently:  "Captain  this  is 
a  hard  case,  I  swear!  1  am  lame.  »Hve  me 
a  chance.  Draw  up  your  men  _'u  yards  from 
the  door,  and  I  will  come  out  and  tlilit  your 
whoio  command.' ' 

"  iVe  aro  not  hero  to  light,"  replied  Baker 
"but  to  take  you.  1'ou  are  now  free  to  sur- 
render." 

"Give  me  a  llttlo  time  to  consider,"  ur^od 
Booth. 
"Very  well;  you  can  have  two  minutes." 
Booth  was  quiet  until    tho  lime  had  nearly 
elapsed.    Thou    he  said  entreatlngly:  "Cup- 
tam,   I   believe   you  to  bo  a  brave  and  honor- 
able  man.     I   have    had  half   a  dozen  oppor- 
tunities  to    shoot  you,   and   1   have  a    bead 
drawn  on   you  now,  but  1   do  not  wish   to  do 
It.      Withdraw  your  mon  from  the  door  and 
1  will  como  out.    Glvo  me  this  chance  lor  my 
life,  Captain,    for  1  will  not  bo  tukou  alive." 
"Your  time  Is  up,"    was  the   grim   roply. 
"Wo  shall  wait  no  longer.     Wo  shall  tiro  tho 
barn." 

Tho  theatrical  Instinct  was  still  strong  In 
the  murderer.  In  a  stagy  tone  he  oxclaliued  : 
"Well,  my  bruvo  boys,  you  can  prepare  a 
stretcher  for  mo  then."      And  after  a  alight 


pause  the  Istonlng  officer  hoard  him  mut- 
ter: "One  nore  stain  oh  tne  glorious  old 
banner." 

Col.  Confer  Ignited  a  match  on  his  side  of 
Uio  barn  ind  lighted  the  corn  leaves  that 
protrudei'througb  a  crack.  As  they  turned 
lip  Lieut,  daker  swung  open  the  door  and 
looked  Ir.  Booth  seemed  to  be  leaning 
atalnst  .he  mow.  but  was  crouched  as 
though  la  tho  act  of  springing  forward.  His 
crutches  were  under  ills  arms  and  his  car- 
blue  In  his  hands.  His  appearance  Indi- 
cated Hat  he  intended  to  jump  toward  the 
tire  andshoot  tho  man  who  lighted  It  •  but 
the  su.iion  glare  blinded  him.  no  hesitated 
Then  stu-tlug  forward,  he  faugh;  at  an  old 
talile  ai  If  about  to  Up  it  over  upon  the 
flames.  ' 

He  quckly  saw  the  futility  of  this.  and. 
drcppirg  one  crutch,  he  limped  with  the 
other  toward  the  door.  At  about  the  center 
or  Che  biru  he  stopped  and  drew  himself  up 
to  his  fui  height.  The  leg  rractured  In  his 
Jimp  untie  stage  after  the  assassination  of 
tie  President  was  forgotten,  ana  iiooth  stood 
Before  lib  solitary  watcher  erect  and  deiiant 
Ills  hat  was  off  and  his  dark  hair  pushed" 
»ack  from  his  high,  white  forehead.  He  held 
lis  carbine  In  one  hand  and  a  revolver  In  the 
ither.  in  his  belt  was  another  pistol  and  a 
powle  knife.  Ills  lips  were  compressed  his 
features  tierce,  and  his  full  dark  eyes  were 
rollingand  glittering  with  ex  jitomeut.  The 
flames  swept  up  to  the  roor,  rolled  across 
and  to  the  floor  below.  He  was  u  picture  of 
Apollo  In  a  rrame  of  lire.  He  stood  under  an 
area  of  flame,  leaping,  rolling  and  hlsslnjf 
tli'eui'  to  as  in  mockery  of  Ids  misery, 
to  shoot  IttB   DKAXH. 

His  only  hope  now  was  to  make  a  dash  for 
the  door,  and  run  the  gauntlet  of  the  cordon 
of  soldiers.  Suddenly  ho  dropped  his  remain- 
ing crutch,  threw  down  the  carbine  and 
sprang  forward.  Then  sounded  the  pistol  of 
Boston  Corbett,  the  man  I're.-idont  Lincoln 
hud  pardoned  wl  en  once  sonl.-neoa  to  be 
shot  tor  remissness  in  guard  uuty,  and  Booth 
tell  forward  on  his  face.  Lieut.  Baker 
sprang  upon  lllnc  and  caught  i  no  nerveless 
arms.  It  was  unnecessary.  Tiie  shot  had 
paralyzed  him  bolow  tne  wound  and  all 
save  the  fertile  brain  and  ikiticvlng  heart 
and  lungs  were  already  dead.  The  assassin 
was  carr,od  troi.i  the  oaru  and  laid  under 
an  apple  tree  out  of  reach  of  tho  flames 
Presently  h-i  opened  his  e.ve.-,  and  aopeareU 
dltlon.    In  a  painful  wnis- 
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dumb  appj:n    into  tho 

me.    "on  kill  me;  kill  me  quiet 
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again,  bit 

last  brlgltealug  of  thestunnea  brain     Ash 

revived  he  put  out  his  tougu.\  ami  Lieut 
Baiter,  making  he  wanted  to  know  if  tnerj 
was  bleu  la  his  mouth,  toid  hnu  there  wis 
none. 

"Tel  mother  I  die  for  uv  country  "  iiooth 
was per  to  the  officer.    '  -i  uui  want  I  thought 

Baku-  lifted  one  of  the  nerveless  hands.    It 
fell  brck  oy  his   side    a-'aiu.      "o'soless     use- 
less,' murmured  Booth. 
Ttose  were  the  last  words. 
C<J.  Conger  had   boon  sent  on   to  Washing. 
lutts    ben. re    t!io      death    of 
rilhuri-lea  breakfast.  Lieut, 
h    the  body,     lc 
that    had    been 
rtertho  blankeB 
placed 
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vas  wrapp.ni    in    a  DIantte 

ised  as  a  saddle-cloth,  and 

uul  been    ninny  sewed   log 

n  a  rickety  Market  wagon,  "au" old" 

u;,pused  to  no    thoroughly  familiar  wiuTtha 

"-try,  acted    as    driver.      Laker    dlre't'd 

avulrymsn  to  follow  him  as  soon  as  thoy 

breakfasted,  and  with  n  sinyio  corporal 

parted  for  Belie  Plain  Lauding, 

xhe  story  of  that  day's  ride  has  never  an. 
peared  In  print.     Mile  after  mile  Wus  i.   ,t   i 

nmiou.d.VI'r  CaVJi,y  "ul  !,ot  ruJ»'»  "«'« 
although  the  negro  driver  assured  him  that 
they  were  on  th,  shorter  road  to    to    la    j- 

cnesafetj  onus  eouimand,  and  sent  the  cor- 
poral  bank  Mih  orders  to  the  squad  to ,  m ish 
forward  with  the  utmost  haste.  The  corpora 
did  not  return,  nor  did  the  cavalrvuio.i  au- 
peur.  uuo  officer  was  alone  with  the  negro  In 
a  hostile  country  and  With  the  body  o?  the 
murderer  of  the  hated  Lincoln  In  his  posses- 

There  has  beou  no  other  day  in  Llout 
Baker's  lire  that  proved  so  heavy  a  drain 
upon  his  physical  streugin.  l-.xl.austod  bv 
thirty. MX  hour,  of  hard  rldi.,g  |«  ttSuuSdl? 
he  was  required  to  bo  constantly  on  ilia 
alert  In  anticipation  of  an  attack  from  every 
ravine.  Hungry  and  thirsty,  he  dared  not 
stop  for  food  or  drink.  .Now.  the  kingbolt 
broke  and  '.ho  front  end  of  the  waeon-boz 
dropped  down.  The  corpsosllpped  rurward 
and  blood  Iroui  tho  wound  UlcUed  down 
ui  u.i  Die  axe  reach  and  suiouivd  iho    band! 


u  negro  as  he  bent  under  the   waxon  to 

.•pair  in o  damage.    The    old  man  crle/oul 
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THE  DEATH  OF  BOOTH, 

Dr.     C.     G.     Iloy    "Writes     Interestingly 
Ul>ou   the   Historical   Killing. 

In  Saturday  afternoon's  Journal  I  read  an 
article  expressive  of  doubt  as  to  the  death 
of  J.  Wilkes  Booth,  the  assassin  of  Abra- 
ham Lincoln. 

There  Is  no  doubt  In  thei  world  of  the 
death  of  J.  Wilkes  Booth.  He  was  shot  in 
the  barn  or  fodder  loft  of  a  Mr.  Garrett  in 
Caroline  County,  Virginia,  two  or  three 
miles  from  Port  Royal,  on  the  Rappahan- 
nock River,  where  he  and  Harrold  crossed 
that  river  In  their  flight  from  Washington. 
He  was  mortally  wounded— not  killed  out- 
right—and  wj|s  taken  from  the  loft  of  the 
fodder-house,  can-led  to  the  dweilllng-house 
and  laid  out  on  the  porch. 

There  he  died  in  a  few  hours  in  the  pres- 
ence of  a  number  of  persons,  still  living  to 
verify  this  statement. 

Several  years  ago,  on  a  visit  to  Virginia, 
I  was  given  a  minute  account  of  the  cap- 
ture and  killing  of  Booth  by  a 
lady— a  relative  of  Mrs.  Garrett,  who  was 
living  with  the  family  at  the  time,  and  who 
gave  him  his  last  sip  of  water  (he  refusing 
wine  or  other  stimulants)  and  who  re- 
ceived the  last  message  he  gave  for  those 
livlnir. 

I  knew  personally  the  physician  who  was 
called  from  Port  Royal  to  administer  to 
him  after  he  was  shot  by  his  captors,  who 
were  exceedingly  desirous  that  he  should 
not  die,  as  they  were  anxious  to  take  him 
to  Washington  alive. 

Several  years  ago,  at  the  request  of  the 
lamented  Henry  W.  Grady,  I  furnished  a 
full  report  for  the  Constitution  of  the 
escape,  capture  and  death  of  J.  Wilkes 
Booth  from  data  a  few  days  before  fur- 
nished me  by  the  lady  I  have  mentioned  as 
being  an  eyewitness  of  his  death. 

It  Is  an  authentic  and  interesting  history 
of  the  case  and  easy  of  the  most  positive 
verification.  \  ,jy    ^  L\ 

This  lady  gave  me  a  lock  of  Booth's  hair, 
which  was  clipped   by   the  physician   in  at- 
tendance,    she     wishing     it — womanlike— as 
she   told  me,    to  send  it,   If  possible,    to   his 
mother    or    some    other    near    relative    who 
would  prize   il,   if  t.hc  ever    haJ    the   oppor- 
tunity,   but   she   was   afraid   to   clip   It    her- 
self,   as    the   family    (males)    were   all    then 
prisoners  In  chains  and  were  being  terribly 
maltreated    by   the   captors   of   Booth,    they 
believing  that  the  family  knew  their  guest 
was    the     assassin      and     were    "partlceps 
crimini"    in    giving    him    shelter    and    food. 
In  this  they  were  altogether  mistaken.     The 
Garrett  family  had  no  Idea  they  were  enter- 
taining the  murderer  of  the  President,   and 
in   fact    did   not   hear   of   the    assassination  , 
until    two    or    three    days    after    Booth    had  j 
been  left  at  their  home  by  his  companions,  | 
and    they    did    not    belive    it,    but    thought,  i 
as  they  were  told  by  h;°  companions,   that 
he    was    a    wounded    Confederate    having    a 
broken  leg  and   being  unable  to   travel,   and  | 
they   hoped   thei  family   would    take  care  of  ; 
him   for  a  few   days,   when    T-jy   would   re- 
turn and  take  htm  on  to  Richmond. 

The  blood  stains  on  Mr.  Garrett's  porch, 
made  by  the  oozing  of  blood  from  Booth's 
wounds,  have  been  visited  and  Inspected  by 
hundreds  of  persons  from  the  North  (curi- 
osity seekers),  and  large  sums  have  been 
offered  the  owner  for  the  plank  having  the 
blood  stains  on  it,  which  were  invariably 
refused. 

It  Is  Interesting  to  state  that  Booth's 
hiding  place  was  betrayed  by  a  Confederate 
who  was  one  of  his  companions  from  Port 
Royal  to  the  Garrett  farm,  to  whom  Har- 
rold had  disclosed  his  Identity,  and  this 
young  man  a  few  days  later  died  a  raving 
maniac  in  an  Insane  asylum.— G.  G.  Roy  in 
Atlanta  Journal. 


WILKES  BOOTH'S  DEATH. 

irratlve  of    thc~Only  Man  Alive  To-Day 

Who  Saw  tlie  Asuussln  Shot. 
Dm  the  Boston  Journal. 
The  Rev.  Dr.  R.  B.  Garrett  of  Austin, 
is  said  to  be  the  only  man  living  who 
itn'essed  the  death  of  John  Wilkes  Booth. 
i\  the 'time  he  was  about  12  years  of  age 
lived  with  his  father  on  a  farm  about  a 
i  and  a  half  -outh  of  Port  Royal.  Va.  It 
in  the  elder  Garrett's  barn  that  Booth 
nally  took  refuge.  _..... 

"During    the    night."    :.ays    Dr.    Garrett, 
"the  soldiers  arrived,  and  my  father,  near- 
Ing  a  noise,  went  out  to  the  barnyard.    A 
pistol  was  pla.-ed  to  his  head  and  he  was 
told  to  reveal  the  hiding  place  of  a  man  he 
was  concealing.     My  father  denied  that  he 
was   concealing   any   one,   and   a  rope    was 
placed   about    his    neck.     My   brother    then 
told  them  that  two  men  were  in  the  barn. 
The    officers    asked    the    stranger    and    his 
companion  to  surrender,  but  were  met  with 
a  stout   refusal.    Harold   finally    weakened 
nd  came  out.    Considerable  parleying  en- 
ued,  and  finally  it  was  determined  to  fire 
he  structure.  . 

"A  wisp  of  hay  was  pulled  through  a 
rack  of  the  barn  and  a  match  applied, 
n  an  instant  the  flames  leaped  to  the  root 
nd  a  red  glare  was  thrown  around  the  in- 
ide.  Through  the  cracks  could  be  seen  the 
orm  of  Booth  standing  in  the  middle  of 
he  building  supported  by  his  crutch.  In 
lis  hands  he  held  a  carbine  Harold  had 
eft.  At  this  instant  Sergeant  Corbet,  who 
lied  in  an  insane  asylum  lh  Kansas  two 
'ears  ago,  fired  through  a  crack  in  the  wall 
md  Booth  fell  to  the  floor.  He  said  after- 
ward that  Booth  had  his  gun  to  his  shoulder 
md  was  about  to  kill  one  of  the  officers 
This  is  not  so,  as  I  was  standing  within 
ilx  feet  of  Corbet  when  he  fired  the  shot, 
md  Booth  never  made  a  motion  to  shoot.  f 

"The  assassin  was  dragged  from  the  barn 
by  my  brother  and  carried  to  the  porch,  ■ 
■where  he  died.  My  mother  and  sister  | 
made  him  as  comfortable  as  possible  and 
the  family  was  with  him  when  he  breathed 
his  last.  One  of  his  long  black  locks  had 
fallen  over  his  forehead,  and  this  my  mother 
cut  off.  His  last  words  were:  'Tell  my 
mother  I  died  for  my  country.  I  did  what 
I  thought  was  best.'  With  this  John  Wilkes 
Booth  passed  away.  On  his  right  arm  was 
lis  name  In  India  Ink.  This,  if  nothing 
lse  fully  established  his  Identity,  which 
s  so  often  been  doubted.  The  lock  of 
ir  or  part  of  it,  I  have  still  in  my  pos- 
ision.  The  other  part  I  sent  to  his 
ther  about  ten  or  twelve  years  ago.' 

U ~coJ         -'J(A    VI    \W 
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LINCOLN'S  ASSASSINATION 

.-How  Officer  Doherty   and  His  Men 
Captured  Booth. 


In  the  year  1895,  thirty  years  af- 
ter Lincoln's  assassination,  Edward 
P.  Doherty  was  inspector  of  paving 
under  the  New  York  City  municipal 
administration.  While  in  that  capa- 
city, Mr.  Doherty  related  the  follow- 
ing story  of  the  capture  of  John 
Wilkes  Dooth  to  a  reresentative  of 
the  St.  Louis  Republic: 

"At  the  time  of  the  assassination,  I 
was  in  command  as  Captain  of  Co. 
G.,  16th  New  York  Cavalry,  station- 
ed in  Washington.  Detectives  work- 
ed on  the  case  a  few  days  before 
the  matter  was  turned  over  to  the 
army.  I  was  finally  called  by  Col. 
Baker,  chief  of  the  war  department.  I 
reported  for  duty  and  the  Colonel 
gave  me  twenty-five  men  and  three 
days'  rations;  also  photographs  of 
Booth  and  his  accomplice,  David  E. 
Harold. 

"I  was  ordered  to  go  to  Freder- 
icksburg, where  no  troops  had  yet 
been.  I  moved  down  to  the  Sixth 
street  wharf,  and  Captain  Allen  of 
the  Quartermaster's  department  fur- 
|  nished  me  with  the  steamboat,  John 
S.  Ide,  and  the  necessary  forage  and 
rations.  I  told  the  Captain  to  take 
me  down  the  river  as  far  as  Aquia 
Creek.  On  arriving  near  there  I  told 
him  to  run  up  to  Belle  Plain.  I  wrote 
an  order  to  the  Captain  directing  him, 
after  landing  me,  to  anchor  out  in 
the  river  and  to  remain  there  until 
6  p.  m.,  of  April  26.  If  he  did  not 
hear  from  me  by  that  time,  he  was 
to  report  back  to  Captain  Allen  at 
Washington.  This  was  at  12  o'clock 
midnight. 

"Having  landed,  I  struck  across  the 
country  toward  Port  Conway,  intend- 
ing to  go  up  the  Rappahonnock  on  the 
north  side  of  the  river.  I  halted  at 
4  o'clock  in  the  morn  for  the  men  to 
fix  their  saddles.  A  negro  came 
along  and  told  me  that  a  regiment 
had  gone  up  to  Fredericksburg  sever- 
al   hours   before.      I    halted   about    six 


o'clock  that  evening  within  a  mile 
of  Port  Conway,  and  ordered  the  men 
to  unsaddle  and  feed.  I  rode  down 
with  a  buglar  to  Port  Conway.  There 
were  some  women  at  the  ferryman's 
house.  I  got  into  conversation  with 
them  and  showed  the  photographs  of 
Booth  and  the  others  which  I  had  re- 
ceived from  Washington.  The  wom- 
en picked  out  the  photographs  of 
Booth  and  Harrold,  and  told  me  that 
they  had  been  there  the  night  before, 
and  were  going  to  hire  the  ferryman, 
who  was  the  husband  of  one  of  the 
women,  to  take  them  to  Orange  Court 
House.  They  offered  him  $10.  But 
Jett,  Ruggles  and  Bainbridge,  three 
of  Mosby's  men  rode  up  just  then, 
and  one  of  them,  I  think  it  was  Jett, 
recognized  Harrold  as  an  old  school- 
mate. 

"Harrold  took  Jett  to  one  side  and 
told  him  that  they  were  murderers  of 
the  President.  Booth  showed  the  tat- 
tooed letters,  'J.  W.  B.'  on  his  arm 
as  a  means  of  identification.  The 
women  told  me  that  Jett  was  court- 
ing a  young  woman  named  Goldman, 
whose  father  was  keeping  a  hotel  at 
Howling  Green,  Va.,  and  she  had  no 
doubt   that  they   had   gone   there. 

"Booth  and  Harrold  decided  not  to 
hire  the  ferryman,  but  to  ride  double 
with  Mosby's  men,  and  the  party,  the 
Women  said,  road  away  in  the  direc- 
tion  of  Bowlintr  Green, 


"1  sent  my  DUgiar  aner  oargeaiu 
Corbett  and  the  rest  of  the  men.  I 
told  the  woman  to  call  her  husband 
who  was  out  fishing.  On  his  arrival 
I  sent  him  for  a  flatboat  which  was 
on  the  other  side  of  the  river.  Mean- 
time my  men  had  ridden  up.  We 
were  all  ferried  across  to  Port  Royal. 
Only  eight  men  and  horses  could  be 
taken  across  at  once,  so  the  ferry 
had  to  make  several  trips  before  the 
company  was  all  on  the  other  side  of 
the  river.  On  the  last  trip  I  arrest- 
cd  Rawlins,  the  ferryman.  He  got 
his  horse  and  I  ordered  him  to  guide  I 
me  by  the  nearest  road  to  Goldman's 
hotel  in  Bowling  Green.  It  was  15  \ 
miles  away.  Getting  near  to  Bowl-' 
ng  Green,  I  left  all  except  eight  men 
in  the  outskirts  of  the  town.  With 
this  detail  I  surrounded  Goldman's 
hotel.  There,  after  some  delay,  I  ar-| 
rested  Jett.  This  was  about  mid- 
night.. Jett  denied  all  knowledge  of 
Booth  at  first. 

"I  had  Stanton's  proclamation  in 
my  pocket  offering  a  reward  and  giv- 
ing a  description  of  the  assassins.  I 
showed  this  to  Jett.  When  he  had 
read  it,  I  said  to  him: 

"  'I  know  of  your  movement  for  the 
last  two  days.  If  you  lie  to  me,  I'll 
take  you  out  and  hang  you.  If  you 
tell  the  truth,  I'll  protect  you.' 

"I  had  my  revolver  in  my  hand 
ready  cocked.  Jett  began  to  cry. 
Then  he   said: 

"  'I  left  him  at  Garrett's  house, 
three  miles  from  Port  Royal.  You 
passed  him  on  your  way  here. 

"I  put  Jett  on  a  horse,  under  guard 
and,  with  my  men  and  Rawlins  went 
back  to  where  the  troopers  were 
waiting. 

They  were  all  very  tired  and  had 
fallen  asleep.  With  great  difficulty 
I  woke  them  up.  Then  we  retraced 
our  way  to  Garrett's  house.  Raw- 
lins was  riding  at  the  head  of  the 
column  with  me  and  Jett  was  im- 
mediately behind.  I  told  Rawlins  to 
notify  me  when  we  came  within  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  Garrett  farm. 

"At  a  little  after  four  o'clock  in 
the  morning  we  came  in  sight  of  the 
farm.  I  halted,  had  the  men  take ! 
down  the  fences,  told  off  a  patrol  of 
six  men,  gave  out  the  countersign  of 
'Boston'  and  sent  the  six  men  to  the 
rear  of  all  outbuildings  in  the  fields. 

"I  told  the  men  that  the  assassins 
were  in  the  GaiTett's  house,  and  that 
I  was  going  to  surround  it.  It  was 
only  a  short  time  before  we  had  pick- 
ets all  around  it.  Then  1  went  up 
to  the  house  and  kicked  on  the  door. 
After  a  little  delay,  Mr.  Garrett  made 
i  his  appeai-ance  with  a  candle  in  his 
'  hand.  He  informed  me  that  the  per- 
sons who  had  been  there  had  gone  to 
the  woods  in  the  afternoon.  1  told 
him  that  I  was  going  to  search  the 
house,  and  that  if  there  were  any! 
women  there  for  them  to  get  up  and 
dress. 

"At  that  moment  one  of  the  troop- 
ers sung  out,  "Oh  Lieutenant!  I've 
got  a  man  here.  I  found  him  in  the 
corncrib.' 

"This  young  man,  who  was  one  of 
Garrett's  sons,  was  brought  before 
me.  He  began  to  parley.  I  told  him 
that  I  did  not  want  to  talk. 

"'Where  are  those  men?',  I  asked 
him.  I  held  my  pistol,  cocked,  in  his 
ear. 

"  'They  are  in  the  barn,'  he  said, 
when  he  say  that  1  was  in  earnest. 

"I  ordered  the  Corporal  with  four 
men  to  guard  the  door  of  the  house. 
I  took  the  other  men,  still  holding  on 
to  young  Garrett,  and  surrounded 
the  barn.  The  doors  were  locked 
|  with  a  padlock.  Young  Garrett  told 
me  that  his  brother  had  the  key.  1 
ran  around  the  barn  to  see  if  the  men 


were  properly  posted.  There  was  a 
large  crack  at  one  side.  I  placed  Sar- 
geant  Boston  Corbett  there.  It  was 
my  intention  to  wait  until  daylight 
before  examining  the  inside  of  the 
barn.  But  the  men  told  me  that  they 
heard  voices  and  the  moving  about  of 
men  in  the  hay.  I  then  decided  to 
get  at  them  as  soon  as  possible.  The 
other  Garrett  boy  was  caught  by  a 
Corporal.  He  gave  me  the  key  and 
I  opened  the  door.  I  ordered  Booth 
and  Harrold  to  come  out. 

"I  did  not  get  any  answer,  so  I 
ordered  Corporal  Newgarten  to  pile 
some  hay  and  brush  against  the  side 
of  the  building  and  set  it  afire. 

"Booth  heard  the  order  and  called 
out: 

"  'If  you  come  back  here,  I  will  put 
a  bullet  through  you.' 

"I  suppose  he  meant  if  I  came  back 
to  the  door.  I  again  decided  to  wait] 
until  morning.  But  the  men  at  the 
other  end  of  the  barn  had  acted , 
very  promptly  on  my  orders,  and  set 
it  afire. 

"I  called  out  to  Booth: 
"  'You'd   better   come    out' 
'"For  whom   do   you   take   me? 'he 
asked.  , 

"  'It  does  not  make  any  difference, 
I  replied.  . 

"  'I  may  be  taken  by  my  friends, 
he  said  sarcastically.  '  I  am  a  crip- 
ple and  alone.  Draw  up  your  men  at 
twenty-five  paces  and  give  me  a 
chance  for  my  life.' 

"  'I  did  not  come  here  to  fight.  ^  I 
have  fifty  men  and  can  take  you,'  I 
said.  ,   ' 

"He  waited  a  few  minutes  and  then 
said: 

"Oh,  Captain,  there  is  a  man  here 
who  wants   to   surrender  pretty  bad.' 
"  'You  had  better  follow  his  exam- 
ple and  come  out  too,'  I  answered. 

"  'No,  I  have  not  made  up  my 
mind,'  he  replied. 

"I  then  told  Harrold  to  hand  out  his 
arms. 

"  'I  ,own  all  the  arms,'  said  Booth. 
He  has  no  arms,  i  may  have  to  use 
them.' 

"By  this  time  Harrold  was  at  the 
door.  I  again  commanded  him  to  give 
up  his  arms.  He  said  he  had  none. 
I  opened  the  door  slightly,  and  told 
him  to  put  his  hands  out.  1  took  him 
by  the  wrists  and  turned  him  over  to 
Corporal  Newgarten.  Just  then  I 
beard  a  shot.  I  thought  Booth  had 
shot  himself. 

"The  hay  in  the  barn,  which  had 
been  set  on  fire  at  the  other  end,  was 
blazing  up  brightly. 

"Sergeant  Corbett  had  been  look- 
ing through  the  crack  where  I  had 
stationed  him,  and  in  the  light  of  the 
fire  he  saw  Booth  raise  his  rifle  to 
shoot  me  or  Harrold,  as  I  caught 
hold  of  the  latter  by  the  wrists,  when 
he  surrendered.  Corbett  raised  his 
pistol  through  the  crack  and  shot 
at  Booth,  intending  to  hit  his  arm 
and  disable  him  so  that  he  could  not 
shoot  me  or  Harrold.  But  instead  of 
hitting  Booth  in  the  arm,  as  he  in- 
tended, he  hit'  him  in  the  head,  with- 
in an  inch  of  the  place  where  the 
President  had  been  hit. 

"We  carried  him  out  of  the  burning 
bar  and  laid  him  down  oust  outside 
the  door.  While  he  was  lying  there  I 
spoke  to  him.  He  tried  to  raise  his 
hand.  He  seemed  powerless  to  do  so, 
and  I  took  hold  of  his  hands  and  rais- 
ed him  up,  as  I  supposed  he  wanted 
them  raised.  But  he  shook  his  head 
and  muttered: 

"  'Useless,    useless!' 
"We   picked   him   up  again  and  car- 
ried him   to  the  veranda  of  the  Gar- 
rett  house  because   the   firs  was  too 

ho1    to   lot   him   remain  where  W8   first 


put  him.  I  sent  over  to  Port  Koyai 
for  Dr.  Urquart.  He  examined 
Booth's  wound  and  pronounced  it  to 
be  fatal. 

"It  was  between  4:30  and  5  o'clock 
the  morning  of  April  26,  1865  when 
Booth  was  shot.  He  died  a  few  min- 
utes before  seven  o'clock  the  same 
morning.  Although  he  was  conscious 
almost  all  of  the  time  he  did  not 
speak  after  having  shook  his  head 
and  said:  'useless,  useless.' 

"Those  were  the  only  words  he  ut- 
tered after  he  was  shot.  All  the 
stories  about  the  message  for  his 
mother  were  made  out  of  while  cloth. 

"As  soon  as  Booth  died,  I  sent  the 
troopers  about  the  country  to  get  a 
wagon.  I  took  my  saddle-cioths,  and 
had  them  sewed  together  for  a  blank- 
et. It  was  not  until  nearly  9  o'clock 
that  the  men  found  a  wagon  with  a 
negro  for  a  driver.  We  put  Booth's 
body  in  it  and  covered  it  with  the 
improvised  blanket.  Then  we  start- 
ed back  to  Washington. 

"We  got  to  Bell  Plain  just  as  the 
steamboat  John  S.  Ide  was  sailing 
away,  according  to  my  orders.  But 
we  signaled  her  and  she  came  back. 
We  went  on  board  and  sailed  for 
Washington.  There,  I  turned  over 
Booth's  body  to  the  officers  of  the 
ironclad  Montauk." 

Congress  appropriated  $75,000  to 
pay  the  rewards  offered  by  the  Gov- 
ernment for  the  capture  of  Booth  and 
Harrold.  It  took  a  year  for  the  hear- 
ing of  the  various  applicants  for  por- 
tions of  this  reward.  Every  man, 
woman  and  child,  who  had  given  any 
information  of  even  the  slightest 
value  and  many  who  had  given  on  in- 
formation at  all,  received  part  of  the 
money.  Captain  Doherty  received 
$5,500,  the  largest  amount  given  to 
anyone.  Colonel  Baker  received 
about  $3,200.  The  two  Sergeants, 
eight  Corporals  and  16  privates  in 
Captain  Baker's  detatchment,  who 
were  the  captors  of  Harrold,  and  one 
of  whom,  Sergeant  Boston  Corbett, 
killed  Booth,  each  received  sums 
ranging  from  $1,100  to  $2,200  each. 
Two  Washington  detectives  got  $4,000 
each.  Other  claimants  received 
smaller  sums. 

Harrold  was  hanged  with  Mrs.  Sur- 1 
rat.  Payne  and  Atzerath,  on  July  7.  I 
Captain  Doherty  has  a  picture  of 
himself  and  Sergeant  Boston  Corbett! 
taken  the  day  they  got  back  to  Wash- 1 
ington.  Captain  Doherty  is  a  big 
man.  Sergeant  Corbett  was  a  short, 
spare  man,  and  looked  something  like 
an   undersized   Uncle  Sam. 


d     WKI uHT 


WILKES  BOOTH'S  DEATH. 
Now  JLiiibt  on  the   i.ubt  Hours  of  the 
Assu»stn.  lc*CC/ 

In  the  mean  time  the  troop  of  caValry 
sent  from  Washington  on  Monday 
reached  Port  Conway.  About  6  p.  m.  on 
Tuesday  the  officer  in  charge  met  Rol- 
lins, asking  him  if  he  had  seen  a  lame 
man  in  citizen's  clothes  cross  the  river, 
and  showed  him  a  photograph  of  Booth. 
Rollins  said  the  photograph  resembled 
the  man  who  had  been  there  on  the  day 
previous,  whom  he  described  accurately 
(of  course  he  had  no  knowledge  of 
Booth's  identity),  and  was  pressed  to 
guide  the  troopers  to  Bowling  Green, 
whither,  he  stated,  Jett,  who  seemed  to 
be  the  guide  of  the  assassins,  had  gone. 

Poor  Rollins  has  lived  a  hermit's  life 
ever  since.  His  neighbors  charge  him 
with  the  betrayal  of  Booth,  and  have 
consequently  ostracized  him  completely 
during  a  period  of  thirty  years.  The 
claim  was  also  made  that  he  received 
money  for  his  part  in  the  transaction, 
which  Rollins  stanchly  denies;  and  the 
records  at  the  treasury  department  do 
not  substantiate  the  charge. 

As  the  body  of  cavalrymen  passed  the 
gate  leading  to  Mr.  Garrett's  residence, 
on  their  way  to  Bowling  Green,  Booth 
plainly  saw  them  from  the  porch,  but  ex- 
hibited no  emotion  whatever;  and  Herold. 
who  at  this  time  was  in  the  lane  leading 
from  the  road  to  the  house,  saw  the  sol- 
diers and  was  seen  by  them. 

As  soon  as  they  disappeared  from  view. 
Booth  left  the  porch  of  the  bouse,  where 
he  had  been  slitting,  and  went  to  meet 
Herold,  and  in  his  conversation  with  him. 
at  a  short  distance  from  the  bouse,  ex- 
hibited the  only  excitement  which  he  dis- 
played while  there. 

That  night  the  assassin  attempted  to 
leave  Mr.  Garrett's.  Jack  Garrett  was 
ftflered  9150  for  his  horse,  which  b«  re- 


fused to  sell,  but  agreed  to  take  the  two 
the  next  morning  to  Guinea's  Station,  a 
distance  of  about  eighteen  miles,  for 
which  Booth  paid  him  $10  in  advance. 
Booth  explained  to  Mr.  Garrett's  family 
that  he  had  had  "a  little  crush  with  the 
Yankees  over  In  Maryland"  to  account  for 
his  excitement  after  the  cavalry  had  rode 
by,  and  stated  that  he  and  Herold  would 
like  to  sleep  in  the  barn  that  night.  The 
actions  of  the  fugitives  had  already 
aroused  the  suspicions  of  Jack  Garrett 
and  his  brother  Willie,  and  they  Inter- 
preted the  wish  of  the  assassins  to  sleep 
in  the  barn  as  a  ruse  to  secure  their 
horses  during  the  night.  After  Booth 
and  Herold  went  to  the  barn,  therefore, 
the  horses  were  secretly  led  into  the 
woods  half  a  mile  distant,  and  Jack  and 
Willie  Garrett,  after  quietly  locking 
Booth  and  Herold  in  the  barn,  slept  on 
their  arms  in  the  corn-crib  near  by. 

The  cavalry,  guidPd  by  Roll 'ns,  who 
was  not  Informed  of  the  name  of  the  man 
whom  they  were  pursuing,  rode  on  to 
Bowl'ng  Green,  which  they  reached  about 
1  o'clock  Wednesday  morning.  Jett  awoke 
to  see  bv  the  dim  light  of  a  candle  four 
men  at  his  bedside,  each  of  whom  held  a 
large  cocked  pistol  leveled  at  his  head.  A 
voice  gruffly  demanded.  "Where  d'.d  ymi 
l»ave  those  men?  Tell  us  quickly,  or  well 
blow  out  your  brains."  Only  half  awake', 
and  much  frightened  by  the  sltrht  before 
him.  Jet  stated  that  he  had  left  them  at 
Garrett's.  Und.-o-  the  threat  of  death  he 
was  forced  to  lead  the  soldiers  back  a^bout 
twelve  miles  to  Garrett's,  wlilch  w^s 
reached  between  three  and  four  o'clock 
Wednesday  irornlrr.  For  Jett's  con- 
nection with  this  affair  he  was  Jilted  hy 
•Ms  sweetheart,  ostracised  by  his  friends,  , 
outlawed  by  his  family,  and  finally  ch-  ; 
llged  to  leave  the  neighborhood.  This  ws  | 
not  because  he  guided  Booth,  but  because 
he  "betrayed"  him.  He  died  In  an  insane 
asylum  in  Baltimore. 

Upon  reaching  Garrett's  farm  the  cav- 
alry were  picketed  be-fore  each  window 
and  door  of  every  building  e»n  the  place. 
Jack  Garrett,  when  s<wak»ned.  without 
heslta/tlon  informed  the  soldiers  where 
they  would  And  the  two  men,  whose  true 
names  of  coutm  he  d'd  not  know;  and 
was  directed  to  ro  Into  the  barn,  and  tell 
the  men  to  surrender.  He  aroused  the 
S.qaasFlns,  who  were  asleep  on  the  straw; 
and  when  tie  communicated  the  meant  re 
&a  directed,  Quoth  turned,  on  him  ajuallx 


and  said,  "Young  man,  your  life  Is  in  dan- 
ger. Get  out  of  here!"  Young  Garrett 
did  not  waste  any  time  in  retreating. 
Booth  was  then  called  upon  to  surrender, 
which  he  refused  to  do;  and  when  in- 
formed that  if  he  did  not  the  barn  would 
be  fired,  he  remarked,  "But  there  is  a 
man  in  here  who  does  want  to  surrender 
pretty  bad."  whereupon  Herold  presented 
himself  at  the  door. 

In  the  meantime  Jack  Garrett  had  been 
instructed  to  pile  brush  about  the  barn. 
While  doing  so  he  was  discovered  by 
Booth,  who,  putting  bis  mouth  to  a  crack 
where  the  young  man  was,  whispered,  "I 
advise  you  to  keep  away  from  here  for 
your  own  safety." 

A  few  minutes  afterward  the  barn  was 
flred  by  one  of  the  detectives  In  the  party, 
and  a  scQdler,  Boston  Corbett,  In  direct 
disobedience  of  orders, shot  Booth  through, 
one  of  the  cracks  in  the  barn  while  the 
assassin  was  standing  In  the  full  light  of? 
the  flames,  which  then  encircled  him  com- 
pletely. The  bullet  entered  in  almost  Che. 
same  spot  as  the  shot  he  had  fired  two 
weeks  before  at  the  president  Corbett 
was  afterward  court-martialed  for  his  in- 
subordination. 

For  this  interesting  account  of  the  as- 
sassin's movements  on  Tuesday  and  Wed- 
nesday, the  writer  is  indebted  to  Mr.  Jack 
Garrett,  who  now  lives  within  a  few  miles 
of  his  father's  old  home.  The  old  home- 
stead still  remains  in  the  hands  of  tha 
Garrett  family.— "Four  Lincoln  Conspir- 
acies," by  Victor  Louis  Mason,  la  th« 
April  Century. 


J     Will  GUT 


Death  of  Wilkes  Booth. 
Editor  The  Enquirer: 

To  settle  a  dispute  will  you  tell  the  cir- 
cumstances of  the  death  of  J.  Wilkes 
Booth,  what  became  of  IUu  body? 

U  A.  L. 
Buffalo.  August  1st. 

After  the  shot  In  the  theater  at  Wash- 
ington, which  resulted  In  the  death  of 
Lincoln,  Booth  had  scarcely  escaped  from 
the  theater  when  special  detectives  and  a 
squad    of    cavulry    were    upon    his    tracks, 


ly  learned  that,  accompanied  by  Harold, 
who  had  held  his  horse  at  the  door  of  the 
theater.  Booth  had  gone  thirty  miles  Into 
Maryland,  and  there  had  his  broken  leg 
dressed  by  Dr.  Mudd,  who  had  also  given 
him  a  crutch.  For  ten  days  longer  he 
escaped,  hiding  In  swamps  and  thickets, 
but  he  was  at  length  traced  to  Garrett's 
barn,  Bowling  Green,  about  twenty  miles 
from  Fredericksburg.  The  pursuing  party, 
twenty-eight  In  number,  reached  the  barn 
at  dusk,  and  ordered  Booth  and  Harold 
to  surrender.  The  latter,  after  a  short 
parley,  yielded,  tout  Booth  declared  that 
•he  would  never  be  taken  alive.  In  hope  of 
driving  him  out,  Are  was  set  to  some 
straw  about  the  barn,  but.  unlntlmldated, 
he  stood  his  ground,  and  was  about  to 
Are  upon  his  besiegers,  when  Sergt.  Cor- 
bett  shot  him  In  the  head.  Two  hours 
and  a  half  later  he  died  In  great  agony 
upon  the  porch  of  the  house.  Booth's 
body  was  originally  burled  In  the  grounds 
of  the  Arsenul  at  Washington  under  some 
willow  trees,  and  the  grave  was  un- 
marked even  by  a  mound. 
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LINCOLNS  ASSASSINATION 


How  Booth  Died  After  Being  Trailed 
To  the  Garrett  Bam. 
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United  States  soldiers  kept  hot  on 
the  track  of  the  assassin,  Booth,  and 
his  companion.  Davy  Herold,  trailing 
them  down  through  Maryland  to 
where  they  crossed  the  river  into  Vir- 
ginia. On  the  Virginia  side  they  fell 
in  with  a  couple  of  paroled  rebel  sol- 
diers, told  who  they  were  and  were 
finally  taken  to  the  plantation  of  an 
old  man  named  Garrett.  The  rebel 
soldiers  were  on  their  way  home  by 
easy  stages.  One  was  a  Captain  Jett. 
The  Garrett  family  was  not  told 
of  the  identity  of  their  guests,  either 
by  Jett,  Booth  or  Herold.  That  night 
the  fugatives  slept  in  the  Garrett 
barn  or  tobacco  house,  never  dreaming 
that  the  minions  of  the  law  were 
slowly  closing  in  upon  them. 

Young  Jack  Garrett,  lately  a  sol- 
dier in  Gen.  R.  E.  Lee's  army,  was 
suspicious  of  their  guests,  hot  that 
he  ever  imagined  who  they  were. 
They  had  offered  to  buy  Jack's  horse, 
even  at  the  high  figure  of  $150. 
Jack  had  ridden  the  animal  while 
serving  as  a  soldier  and  would  not 
part  with  the  animal.  The  more 
young  Garrett  thought  the  matter 
over  the  more  he  became  convinced 
that  the  strangers  deserved  watching. 
They  had  asked  permission  to  sleep  in 
the  tobacco  house  after  being  offered 
good  beds  in  the  Garrett  residence. 
Accordingly  Jack  concluded  to  keep 
guard  over  his  guests  and  see  to  it 
himself  that  they  did  not  get  up  in 
the  night  and  steal  his  horse.  That 
was  Tuesday  night  April  25,  full  ten 
days    after    the    assassination. 

A  few  days  previous,  Lieutenant 
Edward  P.  Doherty  and  20  of  his  pick- 
ed men  got  well  on  the  trail.  They 
were  not  far  behind  Booth  and  Her- 
old when  the  rebel  Captain  Jett  left 
the   murderers   at   Garrett's. 

At  2  o'clock  Wednesday  morning, 
April  26,  a  squad  of  U.  S.  soldiers 
and  secret  service  men,  Lieutenant 
Doherty's  force  and  others  of  whom 
Chief  Baker,  of  the  secret  service,  had 
put  in  charge  of  Col.  Everton  J.  Con- 
ger, and  Lieutenant  L.  B.  Baker,  ap- 
peared at  the  Garrett  home.  They 
had  been  directed  there  by  one,  Rol- 
lins, who  had  seen  the  assassins  with 
Capt.  Jett,  at  Port  Conway.  Rollins 
when  he  had  told  part  of  the  story, 
was  arrested  by  the  U.  S.  officers 
and  taken  along  as  a  guide.  About 
all  Rollins  knew  was  that  the  hunted 
men  and  their  rebel  friend  had  gone 
by  way  of  or  towards  Bowling  Green. 
In  fact  the  soldiers  with  Rollins  as 
guide,  rode  past  the  Garrett  house 
while  Booth  and  Herold  were  seated 
on  the  porch  with  the  family. 

After  placing  the  assassins  at  Gar- 
ret's for  the  night,  Capt.  Jett  had 
gone  to  Bowling  Green.  Rollins  gave 
sufficient  information  on  that  score, 
and,  accordingly,  the  soldiers  undei 
Conger  went  to  Bowling  Green  anc 
arrested  Jett  at  a  tavern.  Jett  ther 
became  another  rebel  guide  for  th( 
Union  army  boys,  much  against  hii 
wishes,  and  was  directed  to  pilot  the' 
soldiers  to  Garrett's  plantation. 
Where  or  why  the  cavalcade  loitered 
is  not  known,  but  it  is  known  that 
they  did  not  reach  the  place  where 
Jett  had  left  the  assassins  until  2 
o'clock  Wednesday  morning,  April 
2G.    They  immediately  surrounded  the 


house.  The  old  man  Garrett  came 
out  on  the  porch  and  was  being  hand- 
led quite  roughly.  In  the  meantime, 
Jack  Garrett,  at  his  post  as  guard, 
having  locked  Booth  and  Herold  in 
the  tobacco  house,  went  to  investi- 
gate the  hubbhub.  The  soldiers  told 
Jack  their  mission  and  he  frankly 
informed  them  where  the  fugatives 
were  sleeping.  To  surround  tbe  to- 
bacco house  was  only  a  matter  of  a 
moment.  Soon  there  were  sounds  of 
voices  from  the  inside.  Then  Lieu- 
tenent  Baker  called  to  the  men  in  hid- 
ing to  come  out  and  surrender,  add- 
ing: "  If  you  do  not  I  will  fire  the 
building  within  five  minutes."  The 
request  to  surrender  was  bluntly  re- 
fused by  Booth,  Herold  being  too  bad- 
ly frightened  to  say  anything.  Fin- 
ally, when  the  time  was  up,  the  build- 
ing was  fired  and  soon,  through  its 
wide  cracks,  both  Booth  and  Herold 
could  be  seen,  both  standing  up,  Booth 
leaning  on  his  crutch.  Again  they 
were  commanded  to  come  out  and 
Herold  finally  did  so,  being  taken  in 
charge  by  soldiers  stationed  at  the 
door. 

Booth  still  refused  and  while  par- 
leying with  the  officers,  was  shot  in 
the  back  of  the  head  by  one  of  the 
soldiers.  The  shootinfi,  which  was 
done  through  a  wide  crack  in  the 
wooden  sidewalls  of  the  building,  was 
the  work  of  one,  Boston  Corbett,  a 
trooper  of  the  Tenth  New  York  regi- 
ment. 

When  Booth  fell  several  officers  and 
men  rushed  into  the  burning  building 
and  carried  him  out  and  placed  him 
upon  the  lawn  in  a  dying  condition. 
One  of  the  women  from  the  house,  a 
Miss  Holloway,  fetched  a  pillow  and 
placed  it  under  the  wounded  man's 
head. 

The  wound  which  he  had  received 
was  in  its  location  very  similar  to 
that  which  he  had  inflicted  upon  the 
President,  but  it  did  not  deprive  him 
of  consciousness.  Water  was  given 
him  and  he  revived.  Baker  put  his 
ear  close  to  the  murmuring  lips  of 
the  dying  man,  and  heard  him  say, 
"Tell  mother  I  die  for  my  country." 
He  was  carried  to  the  veranda  of 
Garrett's  house.  Here  he  again  re- 
vived, and  said,  "I  thought  I  did  for 
the  best."  He  asked  that  his  hands 
might  be  raised  so  that  he  could  see 
them.  As  he  looked  upon  them  he 
muttered,  "Useless,  useless!".  These 
were  his  last  words.  Ay,  indeed, 
Wreched   man,   how   useless! 

Upon  Booth's  body  a  diary  was 
found,  with  some  of  its  leaves  torn 
out,  and  containing  some  photographs 
of  female  acquaintances.  The  pages 
removed  were  at  the  beginning  of  the 
book,  and  as  the  diary  purported  to 
be  one  of  1864,  they  probably  related 
to  the  events,  preliminary  to  his 
bloody  act,  and  of  which  he  did  not 
care  to  leave  behind  him  a  record. 
What  was  left  pertained  solely  to  the 
assassination,  and  implicated  no  one 
else  in  the  murder.  The  words  writ- 
ten were  those  of  a  man  who  felt 
that  curse  rested  upon  him — a  mark 
like  that  which  was  set  upon  Cain. 
In  almost  the  same  breath  he  com- 
mends himself  as  having  done  well, 
and  yet  doubts  if  there  can  be  a  par- 
don for  him  in  heaven. 


e    MfAI  GHT 


Illinoisan  Was  Present 

At  End  of  Booth  Trail 


BUT  one  person,  A.  W.  Cash  of 
Decatur,  111.,  is  yet  living  of  the 
little  group  who  witnessed  the 
death  of  John  Wilkes  Eooth,  the 
assassin  of  Abraham  Lincoln, 
following  his  capture  by  a  detachment 
of  Col.  Baker's  Cavalry. 

Cash,  as  a  boy,  lived  upon  a  farm  ad- 
joining the  Garrett  homestead  in  Car- 
roll County,  Va.,  where  Booth  was  over- 
taken. When  galloping  troopers  passed 
the  Cash  farm  and  halted  at  Garrett's 
the  entire  Cash  family  hastened  over  to 
see  what  had  transpired. 

Lucy,  an   older  sister  of  the  Decatiu 
man,  moved  by  pity  when  Booth,  alter 
being  shot  by  Boston  Corbett,'  one  of  the  ' 
troopers,    was    carried    from    the    barn  | 
where  he  had  taken  refuge,  to  the  porch 
of  the  Garrett  home,  attempted  to  check 
the  flow  of  blood.     Booth,  however,  was 
too   far  gone.     He   died  a   few  minutes 
later,  his  head  resting  upon  the  lap  of  | 
the  girl. 

The  colloquy  that  took  place  between 
Col.  Baker  and  the  fugitive,  as  vouched 
for  by  the  Decatur  man,  was  about  as 
follows: 

Col.  Baker — You  must  pive.up  your 
arms  and  surrender.  We  have  come  to 
take  you  prisoner  and  will  treat  you  as 
such.  We  will  give  you  live  minutes  to 
surrender  and  if  you  do  not  do  so  we 
wi)l  burn  the  barn. 

Booth — Who  are  you  and  what  do  you 


|      (Instructions  had  been  issued  to  Col. 

Baker   not   to    disclose    the    Identity   of 

Booth's  pursuers.) 
Baker — We  want  you.     We  intend  to 

take  you  prisoner. 
Booth — This  is  a  hard  case.     It  may 

be  that  I  am  to  be  taken  by  my  friends. 

Give  me  a  chance  for  my  life.     I  am 

crippled.    Withdraw  your  men..  100  yards 

from  the  barn  and  I  will  come  out  and 

fight  you. 
I      Baker— We  did  not  come  here  to  fight 


but   to    take    you    prisoner.      You    must 
give  up  your  arms  and  surrender. 

(Booth  was  armed  with  two  six-bar- 
reled and  one  seven-barreled  revolvers 
and  a  carbine.) 

Booth — Let  me  have  time  to  consider. 
A   conversation  then  ensued  between 
Booth  and   his  companion,  David  Har- 
old, the  latter  urging  Booth  to  surren- 
der.   Finally  Booth  was  heard  to  say: 

"You  coward.  Will  you  leave  me  now? 
But  go  ahead.  I  don't  want  you  to  stay 
with  me  now." 
Booth  then  resumed  the  parley. 
Booth— Who  are  you?  I  could  have 
picked  off  half  a  dozen  of  your  men 
while  we  were  talking,  but  I  do  not 
want  to  kill  anybody. 

Baker — Then  give  up  your  arms  and 

surrender.    Wc  have  come  here  to  take 

you.  i 

Booth — I  will  never  surrender.    I  will 

never  be  taken  alive. 

Baker— If  you  don't  do  so  immediate- 
ly we  will  fire  the  barn. 

Booth — Well,  my  brave  boys,  prepare  I 
a  stretcher  for  me. 

As  Harold  walked  out  of  the  barn  and  | 
surrendered  the  torch  was  applied  to 
the  barn.  The  flames  quickly  spread 
and  lighted  up  the  interior,  showing 
Booth  plainly  as  he  stood  near  the  door, 
debating  whether  to  emerge  or  die  in 
the  flames.  He  carried  a  crutch  to  keep 
his  weight  from  his  fractured  leg. 
Trooper  Corbett,  disregarding  his  order, 
poked  his  rifle  through  a  crevice  of  the 
structure  and  lired  the  fatal  shot. 

Cash  ridicules  the  story  that  the 
wrong  man  was  captured  and  thai 
Booth  escaped  and  died  many  years 
later  in  Oklahoma.  The  tattooed  initials 
of  J.  W.  B.  upon  the  ant)  of  the  assas- 
sin and  the  positive  identification  bv 
his  relatives  and  others  who  knew  him 
remove  all  doubt  that  the  right  man 
was  taken. 


At  the  time  of  Lincoln's  assassina- 
tion Booth  was  28  years  of  age.  He  was 
a  man  of  striking  presence,  with  hand- 
some features  and  winning  manners, 
yet  given  to  the  most  violent  dissipa- 
tions and  excesses  of  every  description. 
As  an  actor  he  gave  promise  of  being 
the  equal  of  his  older  brother,  and  his 
income  averaged  $20,000  per  annum, 
enormous  for  that  period. 

Plots  for  poisoning  or  abducting  the 
President  having  failed.  Booths  deter- 
mined to  shoot  him.  The  collapse  of 
the  rebellion  was  imminent.  Booth 
imagined  that  the  shooting  of  the 
President  would  save  the  South,  and 
was  willing   to  become  a  martyr. 

Cash  recalls  that  the  last  words  of 
Booth  were.  "Tell  mother  that  I  died 
for  my  country.  I  did  what  I  thought 
was  for  the  best." 

When  he  attempted  to  raise  his 
hands,  as  the  paralysis  of  death  came 
upon  him.  he  muttered.  "Useless.  Use- 
less." He  then  lapsed  into  unconscious- 
ness. E.  E.  PIERSON. 


LINCOLN  SLAYER 
GALLED  SUICIDE 
IN  ACTOR'S  BOOK 


tohn  Wilkes  Booth  Took 

Own  Life,  Declares 

Biographer. 
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BpringfMd,  m.  Feb.  15.— (JP)— 
peath  of  John  Wilkes  Booth,  who 
killed  Abraham  Lincoln,  was  at  his 
own  hand,  and  the  story  that  he 
had  been  shot  down  In  a  burning 
bam  by  a  disobedient  army  sergeant 
was  the  story  officially  approved  to 
appease  a  public  clamoring  for 
vengeance,  Francis  Wilson,  the  actor, 
has  written  in  a  biography  of  Booth, 
which  he  sub-titles  "Fact  and  Fiction 
of  Lincoln's  Assassination,"  released 
by  publishers  today.' 

Facts  of  ths  assassination,  Booth's 
defiance  from  a  barn  burning  down 
about  him,  his  death  shortly  after, 
positive  identification  of  the  remains 
and  burial  In  the  penitentiary 
grounds  in  Washington  and  subse- 
quent identification  of  remains  when 
exhumed  in  1869  for  reburlal  In  the 
Booth  burial  plot  in  Baltimore,  Md., 
are  detailed  exhaustively. 

Sergeant's  Story  Doubted. 

Doubt  may  never  be  entirely  dis- 
pelled concerning  Booth's  death, 
fiergt.  Boston  Corbett  for  policy's 
sake  was  permitted  to  have  the  credit 
for  shootinj  Booth.  There  were  no 
eyewitnesses  that  he  fired  the  shot. 
Jiis  superior  officers  placed  no  cre- 
dence in  his  statement,  which  was 
made  after  he  had  learned  that  no  one 
had  seen  Booth  when  the  fatal  shot 
was  fired.  They  regarded  Corbett  as 
a  fanatic.  He  was  later  an  inmate 
of  an  insane  asylum,  Wilson  tells. 

No  attempt  was  made  by  the  gov- 
ernment to  determine  the  fact.  Sec- 
retary of  War  Stanton  had  one  pur- 
pose, Wilson  explains,  and  that  was 
to  deprive  the  south  of  the  thought 
that  Booth  was  a  martyr  who  had 
cheated  the  north  of  vengeance  by 
taking  his  own  life. 
J     Death  Stories  Contradictory. 

"There  is  something  contradictory 
and  unexplained  about  the  manner 
of  Booth's  death,"  Wilson's  book  says. 
"The  most  natural  explanation,  to 
the  author  of  these  lines,  is  that  of 
suicide.  Booth  determined  at  first 
to  rush  out  of  the  barn  and  confront 
the  soldiers.  He  started  to  do  so. 
With  the  flames  back  of  him,  and  in 
front  of  him  no  egress  from  the  barn 
door,  which  he  knew  to  be  heavily 
guarded,  he  nevertheless  determined 
to  face  the  issue. 

"He  had  gone  but  a  few  steps  when 
be  realized  the  drab  hopelessness  of 
ft  all,  realized  that  there  was  no 
Oghtlng  chance  of  a  battle  or  strug- 


gle such  as  would  comport  with  the 
cause  for  which  he  was  to  surrender 
his  life,  for,  while  he  would  be  exposed 
to  the  fire  of  the  soldiers,  they,  in 
the  darkness,  would  be  invisible  to 
him.  Swiftly  realizing,  too,  the  possi- 
bility of  capture  instead  of  death,  he 
determined  to  make  an  end  of  it  all 
himself  and  did  so." 


Lincoln's  Assassin 
Shot  to  Death;  May 
Have  Been  Suicide 


Editor  E»«rybodr't  Column:  How  «>■ 
John  Wilkn.  Booth  brought  to  justice  aftor 
hi*  aiMulnatioD   of   President    Lincoln  t 

B.    R. 

THE  Dictionary  of  American  Bi- 
orgraphy     summarizes     Booth's 
activities    after    the    assassina- 
tion In  this  manner: 

His  spur  caught  in  the  folds  of  the 
flag  that  draped  the  box  and  caused 
him  to  fall,  breaking  hi*,  left  leg.  He 
managed,  nevertheless,  to  limp  swift- 
ly across  the  stage  and  down  the 
stairs  to  the  rear  of  the  theatre, 
where  he  mounted  a  horse  kept  in 
readiness  and  fled  through  the  night. 
After  crossing  the  Navy  Yard  Bridge 
he  was  joined  by  David  Her  old  (one 
of  the  conspirators) ;  toward  morning 
the  pain  from  his  leg  became  so  in- 
tense that  the  two  turned  eight  miles 
out  of  the  way  to  go  to  the  house  of 
Dr.  Samuel  A.  Mudd,  a  Confederate 
sympathizer,  who  set  Booth's  leg  and 
gave  him  -rest  and  refreshment. 
Precious  time,  however,  had  been 
lost,  and  after  leaving  Mudd  s  the 
two  wandered  all  night  in  the 
marshes,  only  reaching  their  goal,  the 
Potomac,  on  the  morning  of  April  16, 
twelve  hours  after  schedule.  Here 
they  were  secreted  for  six  days  and 
Ave  nights  in  a  pine  thicket,  virtually 
surrounded  by  pursuing  Union  troops, 
but  secretly  supplied  with  food  and 
newspapers  by  Thomas  A.  Jones,  a 
farmer  and  Confederate  underground 
mailcarrier,  who  waited  the  chance  to 
.put  them  across  the  river.   ' 

Finally  the  two  fugitives  on  April 
23  succeeded  in  crossing  the  Potomac, 
and  the  next  day  crossed  the  Rap-  I 
pahannock,  proceeding  three  miles 
.farther  on  to  the  residence  of  Rich- 
ard A.  Garrett,  who  took  them  in, 
under  the  guise  of  Confederate  sol- 
diers. Owing  to  the  fact  that  the  j 
three  officers  In  charge  gave  con- 
licting  testimony  in  a  subsequent  un-  . 
savory  squabble  over  the  rewards,  it  I 
Is  difficult  to  make  out  in  every  de- 
Ail  just  what  happened,  although 
;he  main  outline  is  clear. 

Summoned  to  surrender,  Herold 
:ame  out  and  gave  himself  up,  but 
Booth  maintained  an  undaunted  at- 
titude. Theatrical  to  the  end,  he 
jailed  out  in  the  darkness:  "Captain, 
(ive  a  lame  man  a  chance.  Draw  up 
/our  men  before  the  door  and  I'll 
:ome  out  and  fight  the  whole  com- 
nand."  This  being  refused,  his  voice 
vas  again  heard:  "Well,  my  brave 
joys,  you  can  prepare  a  stretcher  for 
ne." 

The  barn  was  set  on  fire,  Booth  i 
vas  dimly  seen  for  a  moment  in  the  i 
jlaze  erect  on  his  crutch,  then  fell 
lust  as  a  shot  was  heard.  His  cap- 
tors were  divided  as  to  whether  he 
shot  himself  or  was  struck  by  a 
bullet  fired  just  at  that  moment  by 
Sergeant  Boston  Corbett,  a  religious 
monomaniac  who  Justified  himself  in 
disobeying  the  order  not  to  fire  by 
saying:  "Providence  directed  me." 
As  Corbett  stood  some  thirty  feet 
from  the  barn  and  fired  through  a 
mere  crack,  the  probability  is  that 
Booth  shot  himself.  The  dying  man 
was  pulled  out  from  the  barn  and 
carried  to  the  porch  of  the  house 
where  he  lingered  until  about  seven 
o'clock,  having  recovered  conscious- 
ness sufficiently  to  murmur:  "Tell 
Mother— tell  Mother— I  died  for  my 
country,"  words  which  she  was  des- 
tined to  receive  through  that  day's 
newspaper. 


Qfv. 


LINCOLN'S  ASSASSIN:  John  Wllkn 
if. mill  who  th.il  and  Ulally  wounded  Presi. 
dent  Lincoln  In  Ford's  Theatre.  Washington 
On  Oood  Friday  night,  April  14,  I860,  wa- 
-khot  to  death  lu  a  bam  at  BowlincUrcei 
Jtjri.    by   a    squad    of    Federal    (Toops,    led    b 


Records      of      Greenmont 

more,  show  Booth  to  have  been  burled  ... 
the  family  plot  there.  Captain  Farnsworth 
died  at  Albert  Lea,  Minn.,  December  SO. 
IMS.  Stewart  MacDonald.  a  Phlladelphlan, 
was  present  In  the  theatre  when  Lincoln  was 
shot.  In  1618  Mr.  MacDonald  was  living  at 
2220  N.  Hoyaxd  •t.-XU_F.^ 
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HUNTER  FUn  LINCOLN'S 
ASSASSIN  DEAD  AT  91 

GRAND  RAPIDS,  May  31— </P) 
— Royal   Chase.    01,    veteran    of   the 

Civil  war,  died  Sunday  night  at 
his  home  here.  One  of  his  favorite 
stories  was  of  how  he  participated 
in  the  search  foi-  Wilkes  Booth, 
the  night  Bootli  assassinated 
President  Lincoln.  Chase  received 
a     congratulatory     telegram     from 

President  Hoover  on  his  last  birth- 
day   last    October. 


Lincoln  Guard  Dies. 
HAMPSHIRE,  111.,  April  5.— (I.N- 
S)-Funeral  services  will  be  held 
here  tomorrow  for  Hiram  S.  Dew.tt, 
88-ycar-old  Civil  War  veteran,  who 
was  a  member  of  President .Lincoln £ 
personal  cavalry  guard.  Dew.tt  head 
id  a  platoon  which  set  out  in  searcn 

of  John  Wilkes  Booth  the  morning 
after  President  Lincoln  was  assas- 
sinated. ' 


Lincoln's  Assassin 
Shot  to  Death;  May 
Have  Been  Suicide 


Editor  Everybody'!  Column:  How  wu 
John  Wllkei  Booth  hrourht  to  justice  after 
hit  elimination   of   Preildent   Lincoln f 

B.  B.. 

THE  Dictionary  of  American  Bi- 
orgrapby     summarizes    Booth's 
activities    after    the    assassina- 
tion in  this  manner: 

His  spur  caught  in  the  folds  of  the 
flag  that  draped  the  box  and  caused 
him  to  fall,  breaking  his  left  leg.  He 
managed,  nevertheless,  to  limp  swift- 
ly across  the  .stage  and  down  the 
stairs  to  the  rear  of  the  theatre, 
where  he  mounted  a  horse  kept  in 
readiness  and  fled  through  the  night. 
After  crossing  the  Navy  Yard  Bridge 
he  was  joined  by  David  Herold  (one 
of  the  conspirators) ;  toward  morning 
the  pain  from  his  leg  became  so  in-  | 
tense  that  the  two  turned  eight  miles  , 
out  of  the  way  to  go  to  the  house  of 
Dr.  Samuel  A.  Mudd,  a  Confederate  ! 
sympathizer,  who  set  Booth's  leg  and 
gave  him  rest  and  refreshment.; 
Precious  time,     however,     had  been] 


lost,   and   after   leaving   Mudd's   the 


two  wandered  all  night  in  the 
marshes,  only  reaching  their  goal,  the 
Potomac,  on  the  morning  of  April  16, 
twelve  hours  after  schedule. ,  Here 
they  were  secreted  for  six  days  and 
five  nights  in  a  pine  thicket,  virtually 
surrounded  by  pursuing  Union  troops, 
but  secretly  supplied  with  food  and 
newspapers  by  Thomas  A.  Jones,  a 
farmer  and  Confederate  underground 
mailcarrier,  who  waited  the  chance  to 
put  them  across  the  river. 

Finally  the  two  fugitives  on  April 
23  succeeded  in  crossing  the  Potomac, 
and  the  next  day  crossed  the  Rap,- 
pahannock,  proceeding  three  miles 
farther  on  to  the  residence  of  Rich- 
ard A.  Garrett,  who  took  them  in 
under  the  guise  of  Confederate  sol- 
diers. Owing  "to  the  fact  that  the 
three  officers  in  charge  gave  con- 
flicting testimony  In  a  subsequent,  un- 
savory squabble  over  the  rewards,  it 
is  difficult  to  make  out  in  every  de- 
tail just  what  happened,  although 
the  main  outline  is  clear. 

Summoned  to  surrender,  Herold 
came  out  and  gave  himself  up,  but 
Booth  maintained  an  undaunted  at- 
titude. Theatrical  to  the  end,  he 
called  out  in  the  darkness:  "Captain, 
give  a  lame  man  a  chance.  Draw  up 
your  men  before  the  door  and  I'll 
come  out  and  fight  the  whole  com- 
mand." This  being  refused,  his  voice 
was  again  heard:  "Well,  my  brave 
boys,  you  can  prepare  a  stretcher  for 
me." 

The  barn  was  set  on  fire,  Booth 
was  dimly  seen  for  a  moment  in  the 
blaze  erect  on  his  crutch,  then  fell 
just  as  a  shot  was  heard.  His  cap- 
tors were  divided  as  to  whether  he 
shot  himself  or  was  struck  by  a 
bullet  fired  Just  at  that  moment  .by 
Sergeant  Boston  Corbett,  a  religious 
monomaniac  who  justified  himself  in 
disobeying  the  order  not  to  fire  by 
saying:  "Providence  directed  me." 
As  Corbett  stood  some  thirty  feet 
from  the  barn  and  fired  through  a 
mere  crack,  the  probability  is  that 
Booth  shot  himself.  The  dying  man 
was  pulled  out  from  the  barn  and  ' 
carried  to  the  porch  of  the  house 
where  he  lingered  until  about  seven 
o'clock,  having  recovered  conscious- 
ness sufficiently  to  murmur:  "Tell 
Mother— tell  Mother— I  died  for  my 
country,"  words  which  she  was  des- 
tined to  receive  through  that  day's 
newspaper. 
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38r.  Bryon  "'• 

3612  HI  limn  Street 

Youngstown,  Ohio 

*y  dear  Mr.  fade* 

Thank  you  v<?ry  rsoch  f ensealling  ^y  attention 
to  the  very  foolish  ralstaka  whicll  was  mde  In  ">y  i 
of  Lincoln  Lore  fto.  160.     1  cannot  explain  why  1  raade 
the  mistake  aaout  the  date  of  Booth* &  dr*th„  a«  t  m 
very  well  aw»re  it  wag  April  26  and  yci,  w*17   note  in 
the  last  paragraph  of  ray  Lincoln  Lore  I  state  on  April  27 
his  death  had  already  been  ar.-ioimced. 

The  other  mistake  is  nearly  as  bad,   whic?<  was 
due  to  my  Secretary  copying  tb«  paragraph  out  of  tfilson*g 
Book  on     ooth  page  206.       If  T  had  stopped  to  thi^'r  I 
should  have  known  this  quotation  was  not  correct.     Thank 
yon  very  wuch  for  calling  these  errors  to  wy  attention. 

Tery  sincerely  *w  rs. 


Director 
Lincoln  Historical  Research  Foundation 
Uftfll 
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(Giirard's 

Talk  of 

The  Day 

Visit  to  Dry  Tortugaa 
Where  Lincoln  Conspira- 
tors Were  Imprisoned— 
Who  Shot  Booth  Still  a 
Mystery  After  72  Years 

j  —A  Philadelphian  Who 
Knew  Them  When. 

MOST  dramatic  man-hunt  in 
American  annals  ended  72 
years  ago  tomorrow  morning. 

Among  the  hunters  were  10,000 
cavalrymen  and  2500  policemen. 

Upon  the  hep.d  of  the  man  who  was 
hunted  Uncle  Sam  laid  a  reward  of 
$100,000. 

An  assassinated  Lincoln  in  Wash- 
ington and  John  Wilkes  Booth- 
brother  of  America's  most  famous 
tragedian-nsuffering  agony  himself 
and  hiding  in  forest  and  swamp! 

A  fortnight  and  20  minutes  after 
the  President  expired,  Booth  died 
from  a  bullet  in  his  own  neck  at  al- 
most precisely  the  spot  where  he  had 
shot  Lincoln. 


ONE  of  these  winter  rovers  stop- 
ped at  Dry  Tortugas. 
"Are  there,"  I  asked,  "any  re- 
minders of  the  Lincoln  conspirators 
to  be  seen  by  tourists?" 
"I  found  none,"  was  the  reply. 
Dr.   Samuel  Mudd.   of  Beantown, 
Md„  who  set  John  Wilkes  Booth's 
broken    leg    was    imprisoned    there 
and  so  was  McLaughlin,  another  con- 
spirator. 

The  latter  died  of  yellow  fever  and 
Dr.  Mudd  then  performed  such  heroic 
service  that  it  brought  him  a  pardon. 

BOOTH'S  pistol  bullet  brought 
death  to  President  Lincoln 
near  to  7  o'clock  in  the  morning 
of  April  15. 

Two  weeks  later,  and  at  virtually 
the  same  hour,  Booth  died  from  a 
gunshot  wound. 

Nobody  knew  then  for  sure— and 
nobody  knows  now — whether  Booth 
t.hot  himself  or  was  shot  by  Boston 
Corbett,  a  Union  soldier. 

Corbett  boasted  that  he  had  killed 
the  assassin,  but  Colonel  Conger,  who 
commanded  the  squad  of  Union  cav- 
alry that  captured  Booth  ever  in- 
sisted that  Lincoln's  assassin  was  a 
suicide. 

THAT  handsome  yet  eccentric  ac- 
tor lived  for  more  than  an  hour 
after  the  fatal  shot  was  fired. 

He  spoke  in  whispers  while  in  great 
agony,  but  he  did  not  say  if  he  had 
inflicted  the  wound  himself. 


For  a  fortnight  he  had  eluded  an 
army  of  would-be  captors. 

Booth  galloped  nearly  60  miles  dur- 
ing the  night  following  the  assassina- 
tion. 

Slept  on  the  ground  nearly  every 
one  of  the  14  succeeding  nights! 

IN  BOOTH'S  pockets  they  found  a 
diary. 
He  had  made  many  entries  in 
'  it  during  those  two  terrible  weeks  he 
I  was  hunted-suffering  greatly  from 
I  the  leg  that  was  broken  when  he 
leaped  from  the  Presidential  box 
upon  the  stage  of  Ford's  Theatre  in 
Washington. 

Also  in  Booth's  coat  pocket  were 
the  photographs  of  four  beautiful 
women. 

I  saw,  many  times,  and  often,  in 
the  hotel  where  we  lived,  talked  with 
Creston  Clark,  whose  father  married 
Booth's  sister. 

Clark  bore  a  striking  resemblance 
to  his  famous  uncle,  Edwin  Booth. 

TEN  thousand  Union  soldiers  and 
2500  policemen  were  for  two 
weeks  baffled  in  their  efforts  to 
capture  John  Wilkes  Booth. 

in  Philadelphia  thousands  of  con- 
tenders seek  a  portion  of  that  »«■- 
000,000  snuff  fortune  left  by  Mis. 
Garrett. 

It  was  in  a  tobacco  shed  owned  by 
r  H  Garrett  that  Booth  slept  his 
last  night  and  there  he  was  shot. 

All  the  many  yarns  that  have  corns 
out  in  the  past  72  years  to  the  effect 
that  Booth  escaped  were  fakes 

His  identity  was  proved  beyond 
doubt. 


I   KNEW   well   the   late   Alfred   C. 
Gibson,  of  Germantown. 
And  Mr.  Gibson  talked  many 
times  with  all  the  Lincoln  conspira- 
tors, excepting  Booth. 

Gibson  in  1865  was  a  young  sold  ci 
doing  clerical  work  for  General  John 
F.  Hartranft,  whose  home  was  Nor- 
ristown. 

It  was  Gibson's  duty  to  attend  the 
trials  of  the  conspirators— saw  them 
all  every  day  in  their  Washington 
prison. 

He  showed  me  a  pair  of  sleeve-but- 
tons that  McLaughlin  gave  him.  Gib- 
son had  often  pitched  quoits  with 
him  in  the  jail  yard. 

HARTRANFT,  who  was  after- 
wards Governor  of  Pennsylva- 
nia, was  in  command  of  the 
troops  in  Washington  during  the 
trial  of  the  conspirators. 

The  strongest  evidence  that  con- 
nected the  ill-fated  Mrs.  Surratt  with 
Booth's   mad   plan   was   this: 

After     shooting     the     President, 

Booth   galloped    to    Mrs.    Sun  alts 

place  and  got  a  bottle  of  whisky  and 

a  compass  left  there  to  be  called  for. 

There  was  also  a    carbine    which 

Booth  refused   to   take— his   broken 

'  leg  already  being  an  extra  burden. 

He  rode  a  roan  horse  and  for  weeks 

those  10.000  cavalrymen  were  on  the 

lookout  for  that  steed. 

GIRARD 


BOOTH'S    LAST    MOMENTS 


The  Account  Given  by  General  Baker 
of  tbe  Secret  Service. 

To  thb  Koitob  or  Thi  SuN-Sir:  Your 
correspondent  Albert  E.  Tuck  says  In 
Thi  Sun  of  March  16:  "My  father 
stood  within  fifty  feet  of  Corbett  when 
be  fired  hia  carbine  that  felled  Booth 
as  he  emerged  from  the  burning  barn 
In  which  he  had  taken  refuge."  Booth 
did  not  emerge  from  the  barn  at  Gar- 
rett's. When  he  was  shot  be  was  well 
Inside  tbe  building. 

General  Lafayette  C.  Baker,  chief  of 
the  National  Secret  Service,  In  his 
"History  of  the  Secret  Service"  (Phila- 
delphia, 1867)  pages  601  et  seq..  says: 
"It  was  too  late  for  a  parley.  All  this 
time  Booth's  voice  had  sounded  from 
the  middle  of  the  barn.  Ere  he  ceased 
speaking,  Colonel  Conger  slipped  around 
to  the  rear,  drew  some  loose  straws 
through  a  crack,  and  lit  a  match  upon 
them.  They  were  dry  and  blazed  up 
in  an  instant,  lighting  up  the  black 
recesses  of  tbe  great  barn  and  bathing 
in  illumination  the  bold  outline  of  the 
murderer's  figure.  Behind  the  blaze, 
with  bis  eye  to  a  crack,  Conger  saw 
Wilkes  Booth  standing  straight  upright 
upon  a  crutch.  .  .  . 

"A  disobedient  sergeant,  at  an  eye- 
hole, drew  upon  him  the  fatal  bead.  A 
shock,  a  shout,  a  gathering  up  of  his 
splendid  figure,  and  Booth  fell  head- 
long to  the  floor,  lying  there  in  a 
heap.  .  .  .  Conger  and  two  sergeants 
now  entered  and,  taking  up  the  body, 
they  bore  it  in  haste  from  the  advanc- 
ing flame,  and  laid  it  outside  tbe  barn 
upon  the  grass." 

The  twenty-five  soldiers  who  sur- 
rounded the  barn  were  under  the  direc- 
tion of  General  Baker,  who  was  the 
first  inside  tbe  building  after  Booth 
was  shot,  as  be  did  not  know  tbe 
source  of  tbe  shot  and  thought  Booth 
a  suicide.  He  Immediately  discovered 
his  mistake,  and  then  Conger  and  the 
sergeants  entered  and  carried  out  the 
wounded  man.  Charles  Wdjuno. 

Philadelphia,  March  17.    /  ^$0 
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LTOMB 
/NOTES 

k  ty  H.  W.  FAY. , 

Custodian      J 

There  were  abouT^^T&eTs 
registered  yesterday  at  Lincoln's 
tomb. 

Mr.  and!M«.  C.  J.  Green  of 
Blaekfoot.  Idaho,  walked  in  from 
the  gates  at  6:45  a.  m.  and  heard 
etor.es  about  Lincoln  for  half  an 
hour. 

J.  E.  Dunn  and  family  of  Chicago 
went  the  rounds,  asking  many 
o,ue-;tions.  ' 

Frank  Kupsky  and  Edgar  Unp- 
honk,  scoutmaster,  brought  thirty- 
•two  Boy  £ccuts  from  Eldorado, 
fcalln?  county. 

Victor  Lankford  of  this  city 
brought  out  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henrv 
DeBoer  of  Pekin. 

Arthur  Elshoff  and  Phyllis  R0ie 
brought  out  Albert  Schenkel  of 
St.  Lculs  and  they  heard  the 
usual  stories,  then  got  into  the 
archives  rooms  and  saw  the  real 
historic  treasures. 
A  A.  W.  Cash  of  Decatur  was  a 
V  morning  caller.    He  tells  of  an  in- 

.Vv       tercsting    tradition    In    his    family. 

lnii*T  luat  J-  Wilkes  Boot"  died 
r"  h,ead  on  the  lap  of  his 
Bister  Us  forefathers  owned  much 
jand  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Garret 
barn     when     Boston     Corbet    dis- 

22?  ,mimary  orders  and  sh°' 

Booth.    Lieutenant  Baker  and   his 
scout,  traced  the  party  to  the  G f! 

com       ?  JhCy  °rdered   the™    to 
,k    1  c"e-    °"  threatening  to  burn 

thebuuding  Harold  came  out  anS 
was    handcuffed.     Booth    said    he 

xTrTlf^T    Ba^  ordered  the, 

Cash    SLTH   Sh0t   Booth-     Mr.f 
Cash    sa.d    hi.    sister,    who    lived 
close   by>   see,ng  the   fj 

coTn  hivnd  r  knowin- Li- 

hearf™  k       ■"    Sh0t>    heId    B°o'h'S 
bead  on  her  lap  until  he  died. 

led  7    "yS,er-    Indian    "lie    col- 
1 !;M  a  mor"ing  caller.    He 


The  Pathfindi 


The  Real  Abe  Lincoln 
—Was  He  a  Good 
Businessman?     What 
Became  of  Booth? 

February  12  is  Abraham  Lincoln's 
birthday  anniversary.  Each  year  Die 
Pathfinder  gets  a  great  number  oi 
questions  asking  why  Lincoln's  birth- 
day isn't  a  holida>  like  George  Wash- 
ington's? Lincoln's  birthday  is  a  holi- 
day in  21  states  and  Alaska  while  l<cb- 
ruary  22,  Washington's  birthday,  is  a 
holiday  in  every -state  in  the  Union  and 
all  the  territories.     Why? 

There  are  several  reasons  why  Lin- 
coln's birthday  is  not  observed  as  a 
holidav  as  extensively  as  Washing- 
ton's. In  the  first  place  Lincoln  was  a 
sectional  president  and  naturally  was 
never  very  popular  in  the  South.  '1  enn- 
essee  is  the  only  former  Confederate 
slate  which  has  made  Lincoln's  birth- 
day a  legal  holiday. 

Then,  loo,  Abe  picked  out  a  bad 
time  to  be  born.  Washington  s  birth- 
day was  already  widely  observed  long 
before  Lincoln  was  born.  Besides, 
right  after  Christmas  and  New  Years 
some  people  think  it  is  loo  much  to 
observe  two  holidays  in  February 
within  10  days  of  each  other. 

In  some  stales,  however,  Lincoln s 
birthday  is  even  more  extensively  ob- 
served than  Washington's.  Last  year 
practically  the  whole  year  was  given 
over  to  observance  of  the  20l)lh  anni- 
versary of  Washington's  birth  and  we 
didn't  hear  much  about  Lincoln's 
birthday  or  any  other  birthday.  But 
this  year  things  will  be  more  normal 
and  Lincoln  will  get  his  dues.  Perhaps 
the  biggest  Lincoln  day  celebration 
each  vear  is  at  Springfield,  111.,  where 
the  great  Emancipator  is  buried. 
Although  Lincoln  has  been  dead  for 


nearly  68  years  (we  hope  we  don  t 
make' am  clerk's  face  red)  the  post- 
office  at  Springfield  recently  received 
a  letter  from  a  Chicago  business  him 
addressed  to  Abraham  Lincoln  at  that 
place.  But  that  clerk  shouldn  t  f  eel 
badly   about   it   because   Abraham 


to 

Lincoln 
his  colli 
his  lack 
It  wa 
business 


Statue  of  Lincoln  as  a  youth— a  23-year-old 

volunteer  in  the  Blackhawk  war— the  work 

of  Leonard  Crunelle  of  Chicago. 


himself  was  notorious  among 
agues  and  fellow  lawyers  for 
of  business  system, 
s   his   habit    to   put    things   in 
Idlers  that   no  careful  busi- 

in   would   think   of  including. 

While  he  was  a  partner  of  Stephen  1. 
I  ogan  at  Springfield,  Lincoln  had  oc- 
casion to  write  to  a  wholesale  store 
at  Louisville,  Ky. 

After  notifying  the  firm  as  to  the  re- 
sult of  a  lawsuit  in  which  they  were 
interested  Lincoln  added:  "As  to  the 
real  estate  we  cannot  attend  to  it.  We 
are  not  real  estate  agents,  we  are 
lawyers.  We  recommend  thai  you  give 
the  charge  of  it  lo  Mr.  Isaac  S.  Britton, 
a  trustworthy  man,  and  one  whom  the 
Lord     made     on     purpose     for     such 

business."  

One  of  the  readers  of  The  Pathfinder, 
Viola  Richardson,  who  now  lives  in 
Mexico,  sent  us  the  accompanying  pic- 
lure  of  Lincoln.  She  calls  il  the  real 
Abraham  Lincoln  and  says:  "Those 
admirers  of  Lincoln  who  prefer  to 
know  him  as  he  was  rather  than  as 
some  idealists  would  prefer  to  picture 
him,  will  be  delighted  with  this  uniqth^ 
portrait  from  the  original  photograph, 
which  for  55  years  has  been  in  the 
possession  of  Park  H.  Sercombe,  now 
of   Mexico   City." 

The  date  the  picture  was  taken  is 
not  known,  but  it  was  in  the  days  when 
the  young  firm  of  Lincoln  and  Logan, 
attorneys,  was  practicing  in  Illinois 
towns.  . 

Circumstances  regarding  the  taking 
of  the  picture,  as  related  by  Abram 
Brokaw,  wagonmaker,  when  he  pre- 
sented the  picture  to  Mr.  Sercombe, 
follow:  One  morning  young  Lincoln 
sat  on  the  Bloomington  court  house 
steps  chatting  with  his  friend  Brokaw, 
running  his  lingers  through  his  great 
shock  of  hair,  while  waiting  tor  court 
lo  open.  A  lawyer  friend  came  up  and 
dared  Lincoln  to  have  his  picture  taken 
with  his  hair  all  tousled.  Lincoln  look 
him  up  and  they  went  across  the 
street  where  the  picture  was  made  by 
a  photographer  named  Waterman. 

Almost  every  school  boy  and  girl 
the  country  over  knows  the  story  of 
John  Wilkes  Booth's  assassination  ot 
Abraham  Lincoln  as  told  in  accredit- 
ed lext  books  on  American  History. 
Yet  every  once  in  a  while  a  new  myth 
crops  up  or  some  writer  makes  a  mis- 
take in  facts,  which  only  serve  to  re- 
call the  assassination  of  the  Emanci- 
pator and  give  wing  lo  the  many  con- 
llicting  stories  and  myths  of  Booths 
supposed  escape. 

other  questions  frequently  asked 
our  query  man  are:  Did  Booth  really 
escape?  Was  he  killed  in  Virginia  or 
Maryland"?  Where  was  he  buried?  etc. 
History  tells  us  that  John  Wilkes 
Booth  paid  the  penalty  for  his  assassi- 
nation of  President  Lincoln  with  his 
life  when  he  was  shot  in  the  head  by 
Sergeant  Boston  Corbetl  while  at- 
tempting lo  escape  from  the  barn  on 
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the  Garrett  farm  near  Port  Royal,  Va., 
(not  Maryland). 

Booth,  an  American  actor,  was  born 
in  Maryland,  and  was  yet  a  young  man 
when,  on  the  night  of  April  It.  I860, 
he  shot  Lincoln  in  the  head  in  Lord's 
theater  in  Washington.  The  presi- 
dential parly  had  gone  to  the  theater 
to  witness  a  performance  of  "Our 
American   Cousin." 

In  leaping  from  the  presidential  box 
after  the  shooting  the  assassin  broke 
his  left  leg.  But  he  managed  to  get  to 
his  feet  and  across  the  stage  shouting 
"Sic  semper  tyrannis"  (So  may  it  al- 
ways be  with  tyrants)  and  "The  South 
is  avenged."  He  escaped  through  a 
side  entrance  to  the  alley  where  he 
mounted  his  wailing  horse  and  made 
his  gel-away  to  Southern  Maryland. 
His  leg  was' set  by  Dr.  Samuel  Mudd, 
but  the  riding  Booth  was  forced  lo  do 
over  rough  country  unset  the  leg. 

\ided  by  a  few  southern  sympa- 
thizers Booth  and  David  Herold,  one  of 
his  fellow  conspirators,  crossed  the 
Potomac,  and  on  into  Virginia  across 
the  Rappahannock  river  to  Garrett  s 
farm  where  federal  troops  surrounded 
them  in  a  barn,  set  fire  to  the  barn, 
captured  Herold  and  shot  Booth. 
Booth  died  several  hours  later  and 
was  brought  lo  Washington  on  a  boat. 
\t  the  local  navy  yard  his  body  was 
identified  by  Dr.  John  F.  May,  famous 
surgeon  who  had  performed  an  opera- 
tion on  Booth's  neck. 

The  assassin  was  first  secietK 
buried  under  a  cell  in  the  old  seventh 
Street  arsenal  or  federal  prison  which 
stood  where  the  Army  War  College 
now  stands.  The  body  remained  there 
for  something  like  two  years  when 
Edwin   Booth,  famous  actor,  secured 

an  executive  order  permitting  him  to 
have  the  body  exhumed  and  transfer- 
red to  a  Baltimore  cemetery.  At  that 
lime  the  Booth  family  fully  identified 
the  body.  Records  of  the  Maryland 
Historical  Society  show  that  it  was 
taken  from  Washington  to  Baltimore 
and  put  into  a  vault  until  tinal  inter- 
ment in  the  Booth  family  plot  in  Green- 
nioiinl  cemeleiN   on  June  ti,  18l>lJ. 
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Musical's  Lobby  to  Have  Macabre  Display 

By  MARYCLAIRE  DALE  -  Aug  30,  2007 

PHILADELPHIA  (AP)  —  Call  it  theater  of  the  macabre:  A  jar  containing  a  small  piece  of 
tissue  from  the  body  of  John  Wilkes  Booth,  President  Abraham  Lincoln's  killer,  will  be  on 
display  when  the  musical  "Assassins"  opens  in  Philadelphia. 

In  fact,  it  will  be  a  twin  bill:  theatergoers  will  also  be  able  view  a  piece  of  the  brain  of  the 
lesser-known  presidential  assassin  Charles  Guiteau,  the  man  who  killed  President  James  A. 
Garfield  in  1881. 

The  specimens  will  be  on  loan  to  the  Arden  Theatre  from  Philadelphia's  Mutter  Museum, 
which  boasts  a  large  collection  of  medical  oddities.  They  will  be  on  display  in  the  lobby  for 
one  night,  the  opening  of  "Assassins"  on  Sept.  19. 

"People  know  who  they  are,  but  to  see  them  in  the  flesh  —  no  pun  intended  —  to  me  is 
exciting,  it's  relevant,  it's  interesting  and  it's  educational,"  said  Anna  Dhody,  a  spokeswoman 
for  the  Mutter  Museum. 

The  museum  is  run  by  the  College  of  Physicians  of  Philadelphia.  Dhody  said  the  samples 
were  acquired  long  ago  but  she  did  not  know  the  circumstances. 

Lincoln  was  shot  on  April  14,  1865,  at  Ford's  Theatre,  and  died  the  next  morning. 

Booth  was  killed  by  pursuers  12  days  after  shooting  Lincoln.  Guiteau  was  hanged  —  after  an 
insanity  defense  failed  —  on  June  30,  1882. 

The  tissue  fragment  from  Booth  is  believed  to  have  come  from  his  neck,  Dhody  said. 

"Assassins,"  a  Stephen  Sondheim  musical  that  explores  the  nine  people  who  have  taken 
aim  at  U.S.  presidents,  won  five  Tony  awards  in  2002. 

"When  you  have  the  first  two  ...  successful  assassins  in  U.S.  history  in  a  city,  and  you  have 
this  wonderful  show  going  on,  how  do  you  not  combine  the  two?"  said  J  Nathan  Bazzel,  a 
Mutter  Museum  docent  who  came  up  with  the  idea. 

The  specimens  are  preserved  in  fluid  in  small,  vintage  glass  jars.  If  a  few  patrons  find  the 
display  in  poor  taste,  organizers  hope  most  will  appreciate  the  chance  to  connect  to  history. 

"We  prefer  to  think  of  it  as  we're  showing  our  tangible  evidence  of  very,  very  important  parts 
of  American  history,"  Dhody  said.  "So  we're  hoping  people  would  approach  it  from  more  of  a 
historical  than  a  macabre  viewpoint." 

On  the  Net: 

■  Mutter  Museum:  http://www.muttermuseum.org 

■  Arden  Theatre:  http://www.ardentheatre.org 
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Immigrant  wounded  in  battle  lived  76  years  after  end  of  Civil  War 

Porter  County's  last  Civil  War  veteran  died  in  1941 

By  Joyce  Russelljoyce.russell@nwi.com,  (219)  762-1397,  ext.  2222  |  Posted:  Monday,  April  11,  2011  11:15  pm 

VALPARAISO  |  Jacob  Mooker  spent  many  of  his  last  years  regaling  locals  with  stories  of  the  Civil  War  from  a  bench  on  the 
Porter  County  Courthouse  lawn. 

The  German  immigrant  —  the  last  Civil  War  veteran  to  be  buried  in  Porter  County  —  could  tell  of  how  he  initially  was 
refused  entry  into  the  War  of  the  Rebellion  because  he  was  deemed  too  short.  He  would  tell  them  that,  after  he  finally  was 
allowed  to  enlist  in  1863,  he  battled  the  Confederates  at  Buzzard's  Roost  and  Georgia's  Kennesaw  Mountain,  where  he 
received  a  bad  thrust  from  a  bayonet  that  left  a  scar  from  his  eye  to  jaw. 

He  also  could  tell  them  about  his  assignment  to  Company  D,  18th  Regiment  of  the  Veterans  Reserve  Corps,  one  of  the  units 
~p>     assigned  to  tracking  down  John  Wilkes  Booth  after  the  assassination  of  President  Abraham  Lincoln. 

"I  saw  him  about  10  minutes  after  he  was  killed,"  Mooker  was  quoted  as  saying  in  a  1940  Valparaiso  Reminder  newspaper 
article.  "It  was  Booth  all  right.  He  had  forced  the  doctor  to  set  his  leg  and  then  hid  in  his  barn  threatening  him  if  he  revealed 
his  identity." 

Booth  reportedly  broke  the  leg  jumping  out  of  the  Ford's  Theater  box  where  he  shot  Lincoln. 

Mooker's  great-niece,  Faye  Horner,  of  Valparaiso,  remembers  taking  her  Uncle  Jake  fresh-baked  cookies  on  Sunday 
afternoons. 

"I  remember  how  he  smelled.  His  pipe  had  real  sweet  tobacco,"  said  Horner,  89.  "He  would  putter  around  all  morning  and 
would  shuffle  uptown  to  the  courthouse  square  and  sit  on  a  bench.  He  would  come  home  for  supper  and  in  the  evening  he 
would  go  back  to  that  courthouse  bench." 

Horner  said  she  also  recalls  her  great  uncle  collecting  Christmas  trees  each  year,  turning  them  upside  down  to  dry,  folding 
their  branches  a  certain  way  and  turning  them  into  canes. 

"He  painted  them  red,  white  and  blue  with  red  balls.  He  gave  them  to  people  around  town  and  to  his  grandchildren,"  she 
said. 

Mooker  died  Oct.  10,  1941,  at  age  99  and  is  buried  in  Kimball  Cemetery  in  Liberty  Township.  His  grave  was  marked  by  a 
special  plaque  in  2004  as  part  of  the  Sons  of  Union  Veterans  of  the  Civil  War's  Last  Soldier  Project. 

Mooker,  who  moved  for  a  time  to  Minnesota  after  the  Civil  War  but  came  back  to  Valparaiso,  would  participate  in  parades 
or  encampments  hosted  by  the  Grand  Army  of  the  Republic  across  the  nation.  Just  weeks  before  his  death  he  walked  the 
route  in  such  a  parade  in  Columbus,  Ohio.  He  fell  ill  shortly  afterward. 

"The  last  parade  did  him  in,"  Horner  said. 
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VALPARAISO  |  Jacob  Mooker  spent  many  of  his  last  years  regaling  locals  with  stories  of  the  Civil  War 
from  a  bench  on  the  Porter  County  Courthouse  lawn. 

The  German  immigrant  —  the  last  Civil  War  veteran  to  be  buried  in  Porter  County  —  could  tell  of  how  he 
initially  was  refused  entry  into  the  War  of  the  Rebellion  because  he  was  deemed  too  short.  He  would  tell 
them  that,  after  he  finally  was  allowed  to  enlist  in  1863,  he  battled  the  Confederates  at  Buzzard's  Roost 
and  Georgia's  Kennesaw  Mountain,  where  he  received  a  bad  thrust  from  a  bayonet  that  left  a  scar  from 
his  eye  to  jaw. 

He  also  could  tell  them  about  his  assignment  to  Company  D,  18th  Regiment  of  the  Veterans  Reserve 
Corps,  one  of  the  units  assigned  to  tracking  down  John  Wilkes  Booth  after  the  assassination  of  President 
Abraham  Lincoln. 

"I  saw  him  about  10  minutes  after  he  was  killed,"  Mooker  was  quoted  as  saying  in  a  1940  Valparaiso 
Reminder  newspaper  article.  "It  was  Booth  all  right.  He  had  forced  the  doctor  to  set  his  leg  and  then  hid 
in  his  barn  threatening  him  if  he  revealed  his  identity." 

Booth  reportedly  broke  the  leg  jumping  out  of  the  Ford's  Theater  box  where  he  shot  Lincoln. 

Mooker's  great-niece,  Faye  Horner,  of  Valparaiso,  remembers  taking  her  Uncle  Jake  fresh-baked 
cookies  on  Sunday  afternoons. 

"I  remember  how  he  smelled.  His  pipe  had  real  sweet  tobacco,"  said  Horner,  89.  "He  would  putter 
around  all  morning  and  would  shuffle  uptown  to  the  courthouse  square  and  sit  on  a  bench.  He  would 
come  home  for  supper  and  in  the  evening  he  would  go  back  to  that  courthouse  bench." 

Horner  said  she  also  recalls  her  great  uncle  collecting  Christmas  trees  each  year,  turning  them  upside 
down  to  dry,  folding  their  branches  a  certain  way  and  turning  them  into  canes. 

"He  painted  them  red,  white  and  blue  with  red  balls.  He  gave  them  to  people  around  town  and  to  his 
grandchildren,"  she  said. 

Mooker  died  Oct.  10,  1941,  at  age  99  and  is  buried  in  Kimball  Cemetery  in  Liberty  Township.  His  grave 
was  marked  by  a  special  plaque  in  2004  as  part  of  the  Sons  of  Union  Veterans  of  the  Civil  War's  Last 
Soldier  Project. 

Mooker,  who  moved  for  a  time  to  Minnesota  after  the  Civil  War  but  came  back  to  Valparaiso,  would 
participate  in  parades  or  encampments  hosted  by  the  Grand  Army  of  the  Republic  across  the  nation.  Just 
weeks  before  his  death  he  walked  the  route  in  such  a  parade  in  Columbus,  Ohio.  He  fell  ill  shortly 
afterward. 

"The  last  parade  did  him  in,"  Horner  said. 
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I I  Provided  Jacob  Mooker,  a  German  immigrant,  fought  in  the  Civil  War  battles  of  Buzzard's 

Roost  and  Kennesaw  Mountain.  He  later  served  with  the  regiment  that  tracked  down  John  Wilkes  Booth 
after  the  assassination  of  President  Abraham  Lincoln.  Mooker  died  Oct.  10,  1941. 
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(1)  More  Photos 

150  years  later 

The  Civil  War  began  1 50  years  ago  today  with  the  Confederate  attack  on  Fort  Sumter  in  Charleston, 
S.C. 

Read  more  on  Page  A4. 
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